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THE CHURCH OF 
THE SUBGENIUS! 
They worship Bob! 




At a party there were 
a bunch of folks talking about 
JFK's brain like it was 
some kind of funky mist... 


I was at a party. The party 
became a trial as they so 
often do. People feel 
they're on the spot — they 
get paranoid. Paranoia finds 
conspiracy behind every 
little thing. We might justify 
this instinct, we might say 
conspiracy is just another 
way to dream. 

There were some people 
talking about Kennedy's 
Brain. They were talking 
about the brain of JFK like it 
was some funky mist, casting 
a shadow on the future of 
the West, or throwing our 
lenses into soft focus — 
making everything seem 
pornpgraphic. 

There was one guy, he 
wouldn't give his name, but 
he made a plastic model of 
Kennedy's head in his base- 
ment. He used little gelatin 
pills to stand in for the brain. 
If you squeeze them on a 
slide, he said, they look like 
Marbles of Holy Water or fish 
eggs, a symbolic Caviar for 
the Hungering Mass. 

Another guy applied the 
microscope of speculative 
physics to this image, 
breaking it down to tiny 
black and white 
components. But someone 
complained. "Why are all 
you people obsessed with 
making life look like a 
gameboard? After all this 
game is nothing more than 
the attempted destruction 
of the Father Figure by an 
Impudent Pawn." Could be 
true. 

But then as if in sarcastic 
response, another guy called 
up a dot-matrix computer 
representation showing the 
vectors this incredible brain 
jelly took as it formed a 


cloud of Lost Virtue in the 
back seat of the fated 
limousine. 

Now I'm no Jack Kennedy 
myself, but I do believe — 
you only have to think 
Masses here, instead of 
Matter, History instead of 
Time. 

One man said he held 
The Brain in his hand. A 
chorus of baptists behind 
him agreed — he had the 
whole world in his hand. But 
he was no Jesus, and when 
they asked him about the 
graven image of this brain, 
he claimed to know nothing 
about it, except to say "It 
must never reappear. It's 
power is absence." 

Indeed, well it was 
starting to look like this Brain 
of Kennedy might be just 
another modern myth, like 
Marilyn Monroe, or The 
Politics of U2 or Rambo's 
Brain. They asked the FBI 
where the brain of the 
president was. They asked 
the CIA. Then they asked a 
truck driver who was hanging 
around. "Did you ever see 
the brain of the president?" 

"No, I never saw it," he 
said. But he looked kind of 
nervous. 

But so what, everybody 
looks nervous. Everybody 
wants to be a part of 
something, that's why. 
Everybody wants to be like 
everybody else. That's why 
everybody said they heard a 
shot. Some heard two. First 
there was interval of eight 
seconds and then an interval 
of two seconds. But if there 
were two intervals there 
must have been three 
bullets which would seem to 
retranslate the Triple 


Underpass, which was the 
site of the killing, into a 
historical Triple By-Pass, in 
which the congested heart 
of the times (aka Kennedy's 
Brain) is freed and the blood 
(or semen) allowed to 
circulate again as a sort of 
Jungian Piece of Mind, 
pacifying our restless 
population. 

They showed a picture of 
a guy with a cheap mail 
order rifle and a communist 
newspaper in his hand. They 
said "This must be the 
Communist who shot 
Kennedy." That's what they 
said, but what they meant 
was "Here is the lousy pinko 
who shot our beloved 
president." 

Then someone said "No 
man, that's not true, that 
head was pasted in the 
photo by the FBI!" It was 
sort of like putting his foot in 
his mouth — he said it, and 
now he had to prove it. 

He tried to show the dis- 
integration of the line where 
the head met the neck. This 
fuzzy area looked very much 
like the brain matter of 
Kennedy — little more than 
the Heavy Dreamlike 
Humidity of a mindless day. ^ 
He said this disintegration of 
lines should prove that the 
photo was altered — 
purposely masked by the air 
brushes of the CIA who, 
incidentally, knew all the se- 
crets of his troubled 
domestic life. 

Then some guy said "I 
know for a fact he wasn't 
getting along with his wife." 
But who was he talking 
about? Kennedy or Oswald? 

They followed this up. 
They interviewed the woman 
(continued on page 6) 
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essarily shoot forward, it 
might just shoot back in your 
face — and this is the Manna 
of Kennedy's Brain. Drink up, 
he said. The schema is 
hydraulic, the mechanics are 
fluid. But no one knew what 
that meant. They were all 
behind the times — back 
there where the bullet had 
no purpose and anyone 
might die for a lark or a 
cause. But wait! some guy 
said, if the bullet really had 
come from behind there 
would be brain detritus (they 
called it brain detritus) on 
jackie's face. But then they 
showed a close-up and there 
weren't any brain detritus 
particles on her face at all. 

But why was she licking 
her lips they asked as she 
crawled across the trunk of 
the limo like a spider? 

Was Kennedy a sacrifice 
of an ancient mystery cult? 
Was his killing the same as 
crucifying the Snake in the 
Grass, that false god who 
pretended to love us? Was 
Kennedy's Brain indeed this 
Pharmakos? Or was it just a 
Pharmacy of placebos where 
a smiling man in a white 
smock hands you a prescrip- 
tion and asks you to just go 
home. And we do. And we 
turn on the tube. 

3,2,1 — the countdown at 
Cape Kennedy is never 
done. 

Hitler's Brain, Einstein's 
Brain, Donovan's Brain-^so 
many brains without bodies. 
Chemical formulas sustaining 
themselves before the 
adversity of the vacuum. And 
like them Kennedy's Brain is 
an Icon too. Kennedy loved 
what he was. We know this 
because he loved Marilyn 
Monroe. 

We know this because at 
the trial someone had a 
tape recording of Kennedy 
and Marilyn Monroe. 

Imagine that, two modern 
myths in a motel bed mess 
each other up and then they 
die. Now, it just seems like 
magic to us. but in those 
days my friend. ..that sort of, 
thing could really happen. 

—Carl Watson 


Colorization and Toxina art by Anthony Marchesani 


who ran the boarding house 
where Oswald lived, but she 
didn't know anything about 
it. So they did the next best 
thing. They tried to make 
her believe she had some- 
thing to do with it. They 
placed the seed of doubt in 
her mind, then she said, 
"Well, maybe I did. ..maybe I 
did just blow that dude 
away." The symbolism of 
which will become important 
in retrospect. 

Let's take a look af 
Governor Connally. A bullet 
went in his back and came 
out right under his nipple. 
The jury smiled. The 
conspiracy compounded. 

Was the prosecution trying 
to imply that because of 
some Rube Goldberg interior 
physiology Governor 


Connally's nipple somehow 
became the gun that shot 
the deadly pearl that killed 
our president. Not possible. 

Another bullet went in 
Kennedy's back and came 
out his throat. This made it 
look like he was speaking at 
the moment of his death, 
and that his word was sharp 
like a bullet. But there were 
so rriany signs flying, and so 
fast — we didn't know which 
was his. Was he trying to say 
the words 'grassy knoll' or 
did he just like to apologize 
quickly for his life. 

There were shadows, and 
fuzzy photographs of bums 
being arrested on boxcars. 
But were they really bums? 

And why were the words 
"Kennedy's Brain" written in 
lipstick on a mirror in an 


abandoned motel room near 
Midway airport in Chicago 
nearly 1,000 miles away 
from where the killing took 
place. Geography became 
the stage. Things were get- 
ting further and further 
apart. The center couldn't 
hold. Yeats fans were having 
a field day. 

They showed a drawing of 
Kennedy's Skull, (the exit 
hole was so big, they said) 
and there were pieces of 
bone flying away with little 
arrows next to them. A sci- 
entist said the arrows stood 
fo'’ the violent clock hands of 
jagged laughter in shifting 
Space/Time. One guy com- 
pared Kennedy's head to a 
balloon. He said if you 
squeeze it in your hands the 
brain matter would not nec- 
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This issue: They Came From Within, 
The Hills Have Eyes, Videodrome, 
plus more vids about freaks 
and geeks! 
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sex, death and 
videotape 

\i 

ideodrome (MCA, 

" 1 982) remains an 

intriguing movie even today, 
ft is a complex, murky vision 
of what the future holds for 
the television generation, 
with a cast that features an 
almost understated 
performance by James 
Woods (compared to his 
later films) and, in an inspired 
bit of casting, ex-Blondie 
singer Deborah Harry. 

The story is about a cable 
TV programmer (Woods) 
and his search for the ulti- 
mate sex-and-vioience 
program that will rivet 
viewers and help his station 
survive. He believes he's 
found it in Videodrome, a 
pirated telecast that 
appears to be a plotless 
vehicle for an hour of strip- 
and-torture. 

And if you think the TV 


industry is cutthroat, you 
should get a load of Woods's 
new girlfriend, Nikki (Harry), 
who shows up with neck all 
sliced up (on a first date!). 
She invites him to play sado- 
masochistic games by the 
snowy light of Videodrome, 
and he suffers the first of 
many vivid hallucinations. 

Woods soon begins to 
sink into an uncontrollable 
delusional state, which he 
thinks is due to the com- 
bined suggestiveness of the 
program and his girlfriend's 
perversions, but it's really 
something more diabolical 
at work. 

What I, like about 
Cronenberg's work, evi- 
denced by such films as 
Scanners, Rabid, The Brood, 
They Came From Within, and 
The Fly, is the emphasis on 
horror stemming from 
changes that occur inside 
the human body. 

Videodrome utilizes 
Cronenberg's usual 


perspective, yet it also 
exploits the fear of an 
external threatening force. 

Its intricate (sometimes 
meandering) plot roughly 
resembles those paranoid, 
cold-war novels where 
everything you know is 
wrong and in which all your 
friends are evil nihilists. 

Videodrome has less 
gross-out special effects 
than other Cronenberg films, 
but they are present. What 
it does contain are peculiar 
and disturbing images of 
film-on-film. With static-filled 
images of naked, screaming 
women being tied to an 
electrified wall and a woman 
turning into a television set 
while being whipped, the 
movie asks: "Is it live, or is it 
Videodromel" 

Deborah "The Human 
Ashtray" Harry and 
James Woods get down 
and dirty in David 
Cronenberg's 
Videodrome (MCA). 





Wes Craven's art of . 
pyrotechnics, from The 
Hills Have Eyes 
(Magnum). 


This particular release 
claims to include footage 
never before seen, but at 87 
minutes, there can't be that 
much. It certainly resembles 
the movie I saw, although 
there is one effects-taden 
scene that seems longer 
than it should be. 

Programmers consistently 
ignore warnings about the 
danger of sex and violence 
on TV in favor of high ratings. 
The lead character in 
Videodrome is no 
exception — in fact, he 
appears to be the rule — a 
sleazy but somewhat 
innocent character who only 
wants to grab attention. 
Through his pursuit of 
Videodrome, he meets 
people who are drawn to 
exploitation for more sinister 
reasons, and who lead him 
into their dark world, a world 
from which he can never 
emerge a sane man. With 
such dark concepts acting as 
a dire warning. Videodrome is 
an effective movie that hits 
home. 

— Terri Hardin 

KILL YOUR 

( FRIENDS! 

f your friends come 
between you and your 
creative vision," David 
Cronenberg said to me, "you 
have to kill your friends." I 
was dreaming at the time, so 
it's not entirely fair to 
attribute that statement to 
him. But it was him in my 
dream, though I might put 
similar words into the 
mouths of Todd Browning, 
john Huston, Lindsay 
Anderson, or any of a 
handful of filmmakers with 
the same quality of 
ruthlessness, men with a 
pitbull lock on a worrisome 
thing. 

Cronenberg made his 


feature debut fifteen years 
ago with They Came From 
V\/ithin (Vestron, 1975), a 
grimly humorous piece of 
anti-erotica (or dark erotica, 
depending on your skew). 
Casually viewed, it's an 
effective horror film about 
sex-crazed maniacs running 
wild within an isolated high- 
rise apartment complex. But 
Cronenberg is never that 
simple. 

Let the chumps think that 
the protagonist is a good- 
guy Dr. Roger St. Luc (played 
by Paul Hampton, a 
mumbling stiff with a hairdo 
that resembles a hooked 
rug). We will, instead, 
consider the fat, bearded 
and bald Dr. Emil Hobbes, 
who keeps things rolling all 
through the picture, after 
slashing his own throat in the 
first reel. He's dead without 
a word, but as the story 
unfolds, Hobbes gets all the 
best lines. 

First his partner (the 
priceless joe Silver as Dr. 

Rollo Linski) describes Emil's 
work to the dumbfounded 
Dr. St. Luc. "You breed a 
parasite that can take over 


the function of a human 
organ.. .breed a parasite that 
hooks into the circulatory 
system, and it filters the 
blood just like a kidney does. 
So it takes a little blood for 
itself now and then; what do 
you care? You've got 
enough, you can afford to 
be generous! Now you've 
got a perfectly good 
parasite where you used to 
have a bad kidney." Crazy, 
says Roger. "So it's crazy," 
Rollo replies. "Who cares? 
Emil was a terrible 
teacher.. .but he was a 
genius at getting grants." 


Slam, bam, thank you, 
ma'am! The Hills Have 
Eyes (Magnum). 

Soon Rollo discover's 
Emil's secret agenda. "Man is 
an animal that thinks too 
much," Rollo reads from 
Emil's notes, "an over- 
rational animat that's tost 
touch with its body and its 
instincts." The notes go on 
to describe Emil's 
genetically-created virus as 
"a combination of 
aphrodisiac and venereal 
disease that wit! hopefully 
turn the world into one 
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beautiful, mindless orgy." As 
Rollo reads, an eel wriggles 
in a fishtank in the 
foreground, repeating the 
phallic imagery of the 
monster-virus itself. 

Eventually, the "mindless 
orgy" comes to pass as 
something less than 
beautiful, a mocking mirror 
image of the swimming pool 
orgy in Rocky Horror Picture 
Show — the "Don't dream it, 
be it" scene could have 
been Hobbes' dream. Both 
films were made in 1975, 
but RHPS was derived from a 
play — it was really a product 
of the late 60s, when faith in 
humanity's instinctual virtue 
was a major cultural theme. 

The first details heard 
about Hobbes are his 
specializations: virology, 
venerealogy and psycho- 
pharmacology. It's a 
statement of themes: 
disease, sex, and drugs. 
However regrettably, and 


however accidentally. They 
Came From Within makes 
Cronenberg the jules Verne 
of the '90s' apocalyptic 
scourge: check the literature 
on AIDS and crack. 

But the grim 
epidemiology is almost 
incidental. Emil's last 
appearance is in a dream 
recalled by St. Luc's infected 
girlfriend: "He told me. ..that 
everything is erotic, 
everything is sexual.. .that 
even old flesh is erotic.. .that 
disease is the love of two 
alien kinds of creature for 
each other. That even dying 
is a form of eroticism..." 

Where Dr. jekyll 
attempted to separate 
and expell "man's darker 
nature," Emil Hobbes 
believes that all of human 
nature should be 
embraced — growth and 
decay, aggression and 
affection, sex and death. 
Horrified by his creation, 
Hobbes tries to exterminate 


it before killing himself. But 
at the picture's end, when a 
new breed of humanity 
leaves "Starliner Island" to 
spread the sex-virus through 
Montreal and the world 
beyond, who can say for sure 
that it's evil that has 
triumphed? 

— Bob Martin 

BABY FAT 
GOOD! 

W es Craven's The Hills 
Have Eyes (Magnum), 
said the late Village Voice 
critic Tom Allen in 1977, is 
"the most evilly sadistic 
movie" ever made. It's also 
perverse, bloody, witty, 
frightening, and, according 
to many. Craven's best. 

Meet the all-American, 
squeaky clean. God-fearing 
Carter family from 
Cleveland, Ohio: ex-cop fa- 
ther Bib Bob (Russ Grieve); 
mother Ethel (Virginia 
Martin); Suzy-cream cheese- 
ish daughter Breanda (Susan 
Lanier); athletically-inclined 
son Bobby (Bobby Houston), 
and German shepherds 


Beauty and Beast. 

Enroute to L.A. with older 
daughter Lynn (Dee 
Wallace), hubby Doug 
(Martin Speer), and their in- 
fant daughter Katy along for 
the ride, the Carters bust an 
axle and find themselves 
stranded in the desolate 
Arizona desert. 

It isn't long before the 
Carter clan is massacred by a 
family of savage, mutant 
cannibals led by Papa jupiter 
(james Whitworth), who was 
left to die in the desert near 
a nuclear test site years ear- 
lier by his old man, an old 
geezer (veteran Hollywood 
geezer John Steadman) 
who runs the only gas station 
for miles around. Instead, 
this "devil kid," as his father 
affectionately calls him, grew 
into "a devil man," kid- 
napped a whore from town 
and raised a "passle of devil 
kids," including chrome- 
domed Pluto (Craven regular 
Michael Berryman), gap- 
toothed Mercury (Arthur 
King), and brain-dead Mars 
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(Lance Gordon). 

The cave-dwelling flesh- 
eaters get right down to 
business: Big Bob is barbe- 
qued, daughter Lynn is shot 
to death, Mom takes a few 
slugs in the belly, and the 
baby is snatched for dining 
purposes. (Family pet Beauty 
is also devoured, prompting 
the flick's best line; "What's 
the matter, don't like dog 
anymore?" asks the cannibal 
matriarch.) 

The remaining Carters 
have no choice but to fight 
back, and with a little inge- 
nuity manage to defeat this 
original nuclear family in one 
of the most relentless cli- 
maxes in screen history. 

Thanks to lousy distribu- 
tion, The Hills Have Eyes al- 
most slipped into unde- 
served obscurity at the time 
of its theatrical release in 
1979. Fortunately, enough 
film buffs remembered 
Craven's Last House on the 
Left and flocked to Hills. Few 
were disappointed, and with 
good reasons: former sociol- 
ogy professor Craven crafted 
an almost flawless exercise in 
terror and gut-wrenching 
suspense, abetted by a bud- 
get that did his excellent 
script full justice. Too, 
Craven's casting was letter- 


That sour milk'll kill 
They Came 


perfect. Virginia Martin is 
first-rate as the ditsy. God- 
fearing mom. Whitworth, as 
Papa Jup, is truly terrifying, as 
is Arthur King as his drooling 
son Mercury who like to rip 
the heads off of canaries 
and scarf up their blood. 
Wallace, Houston, and Lanier 
are all first-rate, while 
Michael Berryman also 
proved that he wasn't just 
another pretty face. 

If you haven't yet caught 
up with The Hills Have Eyes, 
add it to your "must-see" list 
today — and bypass Craven's 
vastly inferior 1984 sequel, 
notable for the screen's first 
canine flashback. 

— Gary Goldstein 

FILMED IN 
BROOKLYN WHERE 
IT HAPPENED 

S hock Shock Shock (1 987, 
b&w, 60 minutes. Rhino 
Video) has the look of a stu- 
dent film. All of the sound is 
dubbed. The musical sound- 
track sounds like cheap 
Ventures. All of the filming 
was done in Brooklyn and all 
of the talent appears col- 


Within (Vestron). 


lege-aged. 

The story tells about a kid 
who thinks he killed his par- 
ents, grows up in a nuthouse, 
escapes, learns he was 
framed for his parents' mur- 
ders by space aliens, trans- 
forms into a costumed su- 
perhero named Spaceman 
and saves the pretty girl in 
the nick of time. 

FX are primitive but fun. 
One alien shoots deadly rays 
out of his half-ping pong ball 
eyes. This is shown by 
scratching the rays right 
onto the film. There's also a 
dream sequence that is 
bound to appeal to anyone 
who enjoys watching Glen or 
Glenda over and over again. 
Directed by Todd Rutt and 
Arn McConnell. 

— Rita Leonessa 


TWINS JOINED 
AT THE SPINE 

C hained For Life (1951, 
b&w, 65 minutes. Rhino 
Video) stars Daisy and Violet 


Hilton, the real-life Siamese 
twins attached at the spine 
who appeared in Freaks 
nineteen years before. 

Beware! The box art for 
this video shows a picture 
from Freaks. This picture is 
actually about Siamese twins 
who are pushing 50 years 
old! 

Here, the Hilton twins 
play the Hamilton twins. 

They sing with a vaudeville 
act. One sister falls in love 
with a publicity-hungry cad. 
When he abandons her — 
after the wedding night — 
the other sister shoots him 
dead. 

This brings up a gummy 
point of law. How can one 
sister be punished with jail or 
the electric chair, without 
also punishing the innocent 
sister? What takes prece- 
dent, punishing the guilty or 
protecting the innocent? 

The judge at the trial lets 
you, the audience, decide. 

Oh yeah, it's a musical. 
Produced by George Mosov. 
Directed by Harry L. Fraser. 

— B.W. Frazier 
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John Wayne Gacy uses 
this picture of himself 
as Pogo the Clown for 
his many self-portrait 
clown paintings. 


'Heigh-ho, hcigh-ho, 

it'c rfff 


W/ayn® 

Gacy- 


^ n December 1978 the Des 
Plaines, Illinois police came to 
8213 West Summerdale Avenue 
to question John Wayne Gacy about 
the disappearance of a local youth. 
During an examination of his home 
they came across a trap door leading 
to a crawl space under the house. 
When the police opened the trap 
door they were met with a heavy 
odor of decaying flesh. Their flash- 
lights picked up the sight of human 
bodies and bones. Further excava- 
tion of the home turned up the re- 
mains of twenty-nine teenaged boys, 
all of whom were brutally tortured, 
violated and strangled. 

In 1980 John Wayne Gacy was 
convicted of more murders than any 
other person in the United States. He 
is now sitting on death row at 
Menard Correctional Center in 
Illinois. Before his arrest and convic- 
tion he was an influential business- 
man, contractor, civic and commu- 
nity leader. Gacy now spends a con- 
siderable amount of his time in his 
cell doing oil paintings. His art 
seems to imitate parts — but not all — 
of his life. Since he was once an 
amateur clown, he likes to paint 
clowns and Walt Disney characters, 
using bright, bold cartoon-like col- 
ors. One of his paintings of "The 
Seven Dwarfs" was criticized by the 
governor of Illinois, who thought 
that his painting of the dwarfs carry- 
ing picks and shovels was a refer- 
ence to the crawl space under the 
house on 8213 West Summerdale. 
Gacy also paints a wide variety of 
other subjects ranging from Christ, 
American Indian Chiefs, birds, and 
commissioned portraits. 

— Ted Petramalo 


^ l lie skull 
beneath the 


"It should be a great 
birthday party, dear. I 
got Pogo the Clown to 
entertain the boys!" 


The governor of Illinois felt 
that this painting alluded to 
the many bodies hidden in the 
crawlspace 
underneath 1^ 

Gacy’s house. I* i ± 


, Vl in Ihf- 

:hnoiogy 

tsburgO 





This issue: Tales Too Terrible To Tell 
Dark Knight, A Boy and His Dog, 
more pulp for putrid 
panelologists! 


n troubled times such as 
we are having now, a 
good laugh helps a lot. May 
God bless Abbott and 
Costello for making these 
laughs possible." 

So said a nameless male 
fan back in the postwar era, 
quoted in the introduction 
to Magic Image's latest 
Universal Filmscript edition, 
Abbott and Costello 
Meet Frankenstein, the 
first in their new series of 
Classic Comedies. This qual- 
ity production has an infor- 
mative essay by Gregory 
Wm. Mark, many rare photos 
of the making of the film, 
and the complete script of 
this milestone Komedy 
Klassic. They also offer simi- 
lar volumes of 
Frankenstein, Dracula, 
The Mummy, etc. 

Write to: Magic Image 
Filmbooks, 740 S. 6th Ave., 
Absecon, Nj 0821 7. 


intage horror comic 
fans, don't miss Tales 
Too Terrible To Tell, a 
hefty black and white an- 
thology of pre-Code horror 
tales from such mags as 
Purple Claw, Weird 
Chills, Mr. Mystery, etc. 
With background essays and 
bonus features, and topped 
off with a zesty cover by 
Steven Bissette. His survey of 
cannibal movies in Chas 
Baiun's Deep Red Horror 
Handbook is well-nigh 
definitive, although I don't 
necessarily support all his 
conclusions. He really knows 
his spaghetti westerns, too. 

INI, New England 
Comics Press Inc., P.O. Box 
1424, Brockton, MA 02403. 

orthstar Comics, of 
Faust fame, debuts Rex 
Miller's Chaingang, the 
continuing adventures of a 
500-lb psycho who's the 
Andre the Giant of serial^ 
killers. Evocative art in Issue ' 
#1 by Peter Gross. On deck 
for art chores in #2: Tim Vigil 


of Faust fame, and Joe Vigil. 
This book has real potential. 

Catalan Communications 
has some interesting trade 
paperbacks. Necron, by 
Magnus, is a variant of Lady 
Frankenstein. "Only the 
monster she created could 
satisfy her strange desires!" 
With multiple murder, 
necrophilia, forbidden ex- 
periments, bizarre fetishes, 
whippings, and other as- 
sorted fun and games. Those 
folks at Catalan have really 
got the spirit. Adults only, 
please. 

Also from Catalan: 

Richard Corben's handsome, 
full-color rendition of Harlan 
Ellison's classic award-winning 


BUD 


ABBOtr 

meet ^ 


by DAVID HENRY JACOBS 




Legends of the 
plus 


tale, A Boy and His Dog. 

Catalan Communications, 
43 East 19th St., New York, 
NY 10003. 

Gothic, the second series 
in DC's Batman; Legends 
of the Dark Knight, is off 

to a solid start. Script by 
Grant Morrison, who wrote 

Arkham Asylum, and art 

by Klaus janson (Punisher, 
etc.). 


ith Memorial Day 
upon us, what better 
way to honor America's fly- 
ing fighting men and women 
by picking up a copy of 
Starlog Press' big War 
Planes magazine? Jammed 
with breath-taking photos of 
the finest in aviation excel- 
lence, filled with interesting 
text features, this handsome 
history of air combat will be- 
come a treasured heirloom. 
Every American family should 
own one, or better yet, two 
copies of this special com- 
memorative Ha Ha We Won 
the Cold War edition. Seal 
that extra copy up in mylar 
for the benefit of future 
generations. 


Scene from Rex Miller's 
Chaingang (Northstar 
Productions) 


Acknowledgements: 
Special thanks this ish 
to Dale Ashmun, Jack 
I Stevenson, and Eddie 
Ramirez. 

Thanks as always to 
Pat O'Donnell and the 
Down Boys at Metropolis 
Comics. Metropolis will 
meet your monster 
model and superhero 
figurine needs. 
Metropolis — it ain't just 
comics. Metropolis, 290 
Clenwood Ave., 
Bloomfield, N.J. 07003. 
Phone: (201) 743-3835. 
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by DANIEL SCHWEIGER 



Goblin and the vicious smashing of 
horror's musical boundaries! 


tions give the crude painting 
lethal urgency. 

Argento then switches to 
the slasher's theme, as a 
murder-wise professor waits 
in his studio, music that turns 
an onrushing doll into a hor- 
rific demon. Then the real 
killer leaps from the drapes 
with a gong rush. A guitar 
incessantly strums. The 
teacher’s bashed across the 
room. A synth screech 
plunges a knife into his 
throat. 

Unaware of the slaying, 
Marcus returns to the house 
and nearly falls from its sec- 
ond floor. He desperately 
hangs to the cornice. Goblin 
lurches into high, prolonged 
organs, then improvisatory 
drums and guitars. Synths 
hysterically screech. Marcus 
regains his balance, a drum 
roll counting down his dis- 
covery of a moldering 
corpse. 

When Argento turned to 
even nastier horror with 
1977‘s Suspiria, Goblin 
hyped their orchestrations 
and child-like vocals into 
frenzied audio violence. A 
harsh lullaby starts the film, 
interrupted by shrieking vio- 
lins and choruses of "Witch!" 
Goblin's crashing rhythms 
and howls then turn a thun- 
derstorm ride into a trip 
down the River Styx. Young 
Suzy is taxied to a dance 
academy that also serves as 
a coven. 

Spastic drums and chant- 
ing ring out. A distraught 
student runs past Suzy. The 
music changes to whispers. 
The woman enters her 
friend's apartment. Speed 
guitars immediately take 
over when a window blows 
open. Overlapping vocals 
and strings generate terror 
when all she's doing is 
standing about. A hand 
smashes her face into the 
glass. Dozens of themes and 
instruments go off, mirroring 


percussion for 1 974's Deep 
Red. This musical roller- 
coaster starts with a child's 
lullaby and silhouette stab- 
bing, ending with violins as a 
knife clatters to a boy's feet. 
A quietly strumming guitar 
later scans over demented 
toys, finally turning to synth 
organs as a switchblade and 
darkened eye are revealed. 

The lullaby theme resur- 
faces when a psychic is men- 
aced, distant la-la's pervad- 
ing as Argento rapidly cuts 
about her apartment. Then 
all is silence, until a machete 
hacks into her with rapid 
percussion, jazzy pianos and 
guitars serving as the killer's 
point-of-view. When the pi- 
anist Marcus witnesses the 
murder, disfavored instru- 
ment accompanies him into 
the psychic's apartment, 
keyboards that are melodic 
instead of aggressive. 

When another victim is 
stalked, a soprano voice 
matches her panicked 
movements, synths turning 
the weird hum into a dis- 
torted wind tunnel as the 
killer's eye is shown. When it 
blinks, the lullaby theme is 
repeated. Wild pianos and 
guitars instill her dread while 
fumbling about the house, 
strings soon pounding in her 
stab wounds. Bongos then 
release a torrent of scalding 
water, stopping when the 
victim is doused in it. As 
Marcus finds her body, tow 
piano fusion dominates the 
soundtrack. 

To give a haunted im- 
pression of the murderer's 
house, a jazzy mix of bass 
strings and electric organs 
take Marcus through the 
decaying structure, then 
stop as he knocks over some 
masonry. Goblin resumes 
with a heartbeat and shrill 
percussion, announcing his 
discovery of a mystery-solv- 
ing fresco. While he scrapes 
off piaster, rhythmic varia- 


orror's musical 
boundaries were 
viciously smashed by Goblin 
(Claudio Simonetti, Massimo 
Morante, Fabio Pignatelli 
and Agostino Morangolo), 
Italian rockers who explo- 
sively overwhelmed the pic- 
tures they scored. They used 
metal guitars, African chants, 
jazz fusion, occult choruses, 
instrumental sound effects 
and fright tuning to raise the 
little hairs on your neck. 
Goblin has worked most suc- 
cessfully with director Dario 
Argento. Matching sound to 
picture and picture to sound, 
Argento and Goblin have 
temaed up to make films like 
Deep Red and Suspirio. 

Like their namesake. 
Goblin enjoyed playing evil 
tuning tricks, belying on- 
screen violence with peace- 
ful melodies, then instantly 
accelerating them to bloody 


Charle.s Manson's 
album of long-lost 
songs is now available 
thru Performance 


her struggle and pain. Synths 
rapidly drown the victim's 
screaming, becoming un- 
bearably shrill as she's forced 
to the roof. Drums beat re- 
lentlessly while her heart is 
stabbed, the electronics 
squealing off as her body 
plummets down, echoing 
synth vocals revealing that 
the debris has impaled her 
friend below. 

For all of Suspiria's stylized 
shocks, it's Goblin's over-the- 
top music that gives the film 
real terror, successively 
flooding each scene. It's ugly 
enough when maggots crawl 
over spoiled meat, but it’s 
crashing cymbals and tubular 
bells that sink in our nausea. 
When Suzy tries to ignore 
the weird snoring in her 
makeshift dormitory. Goblin 
accentuates her fear with 
coven voices and rock gui- 
tars, finally bursting with an 
unholy chorus as Argento 
zooms into the twisted 
shape behind her. 

Goblin often serves as the 
coven's eyes, intruding into 
placid moments, most no- 
ticeably as the suspicious 
Suzy relaxes in the 
Academy's pool. This sly 
tuning can instantly change 
to outright terror; a blind 
man and his dog venture 
into a deserted plaza. A 
tinkerbei! lullaby clings to 
their footsteps, becoming 
rapid harpsichord synths and 
drumbeats as they're 
dwarfed by the structure. 
When he screams "Who's 
there!" the music answers 
"Witch!" A stone gargoyle 
seems to fly over their 
heads. The howls and drum 
reverb grows stronger. He 
waits for an answer. The 
howls lower as the animal 
rips out his throat. Most 
murder scenes steadily pick 
up their themes, but 
Suspiria's score usually goes 
at full blast. Only Argento, a 
filmmaker totally in control 
of his work, would dare to 
pump the volume without 
having his ghastly images 
choked off with music. On its 
scarce Attic pressing. 

Goblin's tunes become a 
demonic rock opera. 


A tonsillectomy, foot 
fetish-style! The 
flashback scene from 
Tenebrae. 


Goblin was next lent to 
George Romero for Dawn of 
the Dead (1 979). For this, 
they toned down their music 
for a rhythmically pleasing 
score. Though only execu- 
tive producing the film, 
Argento is listed as a score 
contributor, which might ac- 
count for the uneasy mix be- 
tween Goblin's electronics 
and orchestration straight 
out of a '40's horror film. But 
the diverse styles often work: 
country-western plays over a 
redneck zombie hunt. Muzak 
accompanies the undead as 
they try to comprehend a 
shopping mall. 

The group's variations are 
most effective in the TV 
studio opening. Steady 
beats, strings, and electric 
harpsichords blend for a 
growing sense of panic. 

When National Guardsmen 
discover zombies gorging 
themselves on human flesh, 
agonized groans and syn- 
thesizers relentlessly pound. 
The creatures are blown 
away. Goblin makes these 
grisly situations effective by 
staying in the background, as 
when helicopter synths 
drone as survivors are at- 
tacked at an airport. 

The Guardsmen race 
through a zombie-controlled 
mall. Goblin employs tight 
strings and bells. These 
change to shrill synths and 
rapid drums as the undead 
get menacingly close. Then 
salsa rhythms unexpectedly 
hit the soundtrack. The hu- 
man race for a store. 
Orchestral shrieks are heard 
as a corpse leaps for them. 
When they plunder a store. 
Goblin comes in with African 
drums and chants, beating 
with the survivors’ primal de- 
light. When the humans loot 
the mall, ragtime jazz fills 
the score. More than com- 
plimenting horrific images, 
Goblin has designed their 
music for the character's 
wildly swinging emotions. 

Linking most of Goblin’s 
cues are harpsichord synths 
and a military beat, which 
flares while humans seal the 
mall up. jazz-rock fusion de- 
picts their elation when a 
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helicopter flies overhead, 
the undead smashed into 
the Mac trucks below. 
Bongos and electric vocals 
are later used when the bik- 
ers invade the mall, dissolv- 
ing to screwball organs as 
the zombies are pie-faced 
and robbed. When the in- 
vaders are picked off by the 
space's new owners, the 
harpsichord theme grows in 
strength as the consumerist 
haven is turned into a war 
zone. And when one of the 
humans is zombi-fied, the 
soundtrack becomes an 
echo chamber to suit his 
cannibalistic perceptions. 

Though Goblin's horror 
scores would include Buried 
Alive, Wampir, and Patrick's 
European version. Dawn of 
the Dead is the group's best 
attempt at eclectic styles. 
Available on Varese, Goblin’s 
score is an eerie wall of 
sound, changing from piano 
jazz to ethnic and rock 
melodies, while stilt keeping 
a fearsome synth wail. Even 
with the group's breakup, its 
members have continued 
these experimentations at 
merging cold synths and 
orchestration on such 
Argento projects as 
Tenebrae, Creepers, and 
Opera. Like Bernard 
Herrmann and John 
Carpenter, they've realized 
that any director can spring 
a demon on their audience, 
but it takes a memorable 
horror score to make them 



Goblin's overlaid 
tracks, featuring 
vocaLs, strings, drums, 
and electronics, 
accentuated the fear 
in Dario Argento's 
Suspiria. 

really jump out of the the- 
atre seats. 


ow that you can get 
the complete 
soundtrack for Plan 9 From 
Outer Space you don't have 
to be chained to your TV 
every time you want to do 
Ed Wood. Slap that cassette 
in your Walkman and you can 
listen to that astonishing 
dialogue all day long! It'll 
give you back your will to 
live. (Performance 
Distributors, 2 Oak Street, 
New Brunswick NJ 08903- 
0156, available on LP or 
cassette.) fm 
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Pholo ® Magnum tntertainment 



Here's some pages that'll crawl 
right up inside your body and 
eat away at you- and they'll 
make you love it! 


"Help, I Am A Prisoner" dis- 
plays the workings of the 
joker's criminal genius, 
although it lets go too fast 
with a sudden happy ending. 
"The joker's Christmas" is 
enjoyable, with a pleasant 
ending. But "Double 
Dribble" is the only story in 
the collection that vaguely 
resembles the old Batman 
series. You can almost see 
the TV screen whirl as scenes 
change. 

Still in the classic mode, 
but more intricate, are 
"Happy Birthday," and 
"Balloons." "Happy 
Birthday" is another tale 
whose plot could have been 
thought up by a sociopath, 
and it has a very true ending. 
"Balloons" is less satisfying, 
probably because I hate 
puns like Roman A. Clay 
(roman a clef), I really do. 

Then there are more 
unusual tales, two of which 
deal with today's trends. 

"On the Wire" explores the 
new phenomenon of party 
lines, and the kinds of games 
people play when they think 
they can't be seen, but the 
plot is a little simple. In 
"jangletown," the Joker is a 
drug-pusher. As a crazy, de- 
structive superviilain, how 
could the joker not capital- 
ize on the designer-drug 
craze? But the story, marred 
by too many voices, is not 
helped by the presence of 
Batman. 

Call me a sucker for a bad 
seed tale, but I found the 
two stories involving the 
joker's childhood to be very 
moving. "On a Beautiful 
Summer's Day, He Was" 
portrays young joker as a 
normal-looking but disturbed 
fellow with a crazy dad. But 
that's not all: his block is 
peopled with teen-age bul- 
lies and sniveling geeks, just 
like those psychodramatic 


characters in exploitation 
movies, before the pigs' 
bladders, ghouls, and rains of 
bullets come as welcome re- 
lief. In a similar vein, "Best of 
All" finds joker killing ail of 
Gotham's children in an 
explosive Oedipal rage. This 
is a sad, dark story. 

Now, what could say 
"short story" more than the 
old surprise ending? This 
collection has them a-plenty, 
and they run the gamut. 

First, there is "Masks," 
with Batman suffering from a 
type of joker venom. It will 
really pull the rug out from 
under you. "Bone," almost 
too full of twists, is also the 
joker true-to-form. Both of 
these stories are full of in- 
credible pain. 

"The Fifty-Third Card" 
stars Commissioner Cordon 
and proves that even normal 
people can join in this "evil" 
business. 

Then there are the mid- 
dle-of-the-road types. In 
"Dying Is Easy, Comedy is 
Hard," the situation is gritty, 
but the end is kind of unbe- 
lievable (except for a previ- 
ously unknown side of Bruce 
Wayne). Are practical jokers 
ever good sports? 

In "Belly Laugh," the 
joker starts killing seemingly 
at random. The way he is 
caught before he kills 
Commissioner Gordon and 
Batman kind of reminds one 
of those crewmembers who 
used to beam down with the 
regulars on Star Trek. 

Finally, come the real 
gyps. "Definitive Therapy" 
stretches out pages by using 
charts, then cops a surprise 
ending by denying reality. 
"The joker's War" is another 
one of those stories that ask 
you to suspend disbelief for 
the hell of it; its pay-off isn't 
as good as that of "Masks." 

Interestingly, two in the 


ONE MEAN GUY 

F ollowing on the heels 
of The Further Adven- 
tures of Batman comes The 
Further Adventures of the 
joker (edited by Martin H. 
Greenberg, Bantam Books, 
$4.50), and why not? We're 
all still in the thrall of the 
joker, right? 

This is a quick-read, no 
doubt about it. And though 
some of the plots hearken 
back to Dime Detective days 
(where often was found a 
hard-bitten but hardly air- 
tight plotline), the collection 
as a whole is definitely fun. 
It's great to read through 
and see how this archetypal 
archvillain is perceived by so 
many different writers. 

As is usually the case, 
some stories are better than 
others, some are worse, and 
some are interesting, de- 
spite flaws. For the sake of 
discussion, I have put them 
in groups that deal with simi- 
lar aspects of the joker. 

Of course, there is classic 
joker, and he is well-repre- 
sented by such sociopathi- 
cally driven plots as "The 
Man Who Laughs," "Help, I 
Am A Prisoner," "The joker's 
Christmas," and "Double 
Dribble." In the first story, 
the evil just doesn't stop, 
even when the story does. 
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"real gyp" category — 
"Someone Like You" and 
"Museum Piece" — have 
women as main characters. 
While the first is a fairly 
standard gothic horror, the 
second — I don't know what 
to think. Could it be that, in 
these two stories, the plot 
suffers because the charac- 
ter of the Joker is less devel- 
oped than it should be? 

In fact, the joker easily 
commands center-stage, 
leaving Batman in the shad- 
ows and beating on the door 
of the plot, begging to be 
let in. Some stories, like 
"Definitive Therapy," "The 
joker's War," "Someone Like 
You" and "On The Wire," 
leave out all but the mention 
of Batman, while others, like 
"Happy Birthday" and "Best 
of All," show how much 
these two have in common. 
Which is why, I suppose, the 
book is so satisfying. Unlike 
Batman, the Joker has no 
conflicts to resolve — he's just 
one mean guy. 

— Marnita Heilman 


HAMMERING 

AWAY 

J oe "His Ownself" Lans - 
dale, author of Dead in 
the West, The Nightrunners, 
The Drive-in, The Drive-Iti 2, 
By Bizarre Hands, Cold in July 
and a shitload of classic short 
stories, has delivered 
another knock-out punch 
with his latest novel, Savage 
Season (Bantam, $4.50). 
Nobody can spin a yarn like 
the boy from Nacogdoches, 
Texas. 

Hap Collins, ex-sixties 
radical, has given up trying 
to change the world. He's 
content to eke out a modest 
living working in the East 
Texas rosefields with his 
black buddy, Leonard, a 
Vietnam vet. 

Trudy is Hap's ex-wife, a 
sweet filly who wraps men 




Brian and Elm^ 
tub in a scene 
Damage. Robei 
novelization of^ 
just come out 


goof off in the 
om Brain 
Martin's 
:he film has 
paperback. 


around her little fing^ like 
skin on a weenie. Hap wd a 
stint in the federal lockSp for 
burning his draftcard, at' 
Trudy's insistence. Even 
worse, while Hap was in th^ 
stir, Trudy divorced him and’ 
took up with another guy. 

Now Trudy's come back, 
and she needs Hap's help. 
There's half a million in un- 
traceable hold-up loot at 
the bottom of the frigid 
Sabine River, there for the 
taking. Using her sexual 
charms as bait, Trudy con- 
vinces Hap — and hence, 
Leonard — to join up with a 
ragtag band of sixties hold- 
outs; Howard, Trudy's current 
squeeze; Chubb, an over- 
weight idealist, and Paco, 
another ex-radical who was 
horribly disfigured after a 
homemade bomb exploded 
in his face years earlier. 

Trudy and her band want 
the money to buy firearms in 
an effort to rekindle the 
flames of revolution; Hap 
and Leonard want the 
money to line their pockets 
and could care less about 
saving the whales or the 
ozone layer. 

Sure enough, the booty is 
where it's supposed to be. 
And that's when the shit hits 
the fan. 

Soldier is a psychopathic 
gun dealer who works out of 


his office at a 
drive-in. Soldier is very, very 
mean. Soldier wants all the 
money for himself, even if it 
means killing all of them. 

Savage Season is a 
knuckle-cracking exercise in 
critical mass, and Lansdale's 
best novel to date. His nar- 
rative is lean and mean, and 
when Soldier appears, the 
story kicks into high gear, 
careening along at a break- 
neck pace toward a climax 
that will have you gasping 
for breath. Once again, joe 
Lansdale proves that he's 
one of the best writers in the 
business — and getting bettei 
all the time. 

— Luther McCal 


F lash! Robert Martin's 
great novelization of 
Brain Damage has just been 
released in paperback. The 
price of the soft cover is 
$6.95. To purchase a copy, 
write to BROSLIN PRESS/PO 
Box 1 711 /Hoboken Nj 
07030. 

For you purists, the 
hardcover version is still 
available for $25 at the 
same address. 


UNCLE BOB'S IN 
PAPERBACK! 
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MORE REASONS 
TO LEARN 
VOODOO 

H ave you ever been 
evicted from your 
home? When that happens, 
the usual tendency is to get 
angry — real angry. And when 
you're being evicted be- 
cause of a greedy landlord 
who wants to have his way, 
the natural response is to 
enjoy revenge against the 
heartless swine. Blake House 
(by Adrian Savage, Pocket 
Books; $3.95) is a tale of 
such revenge, involving some 
real gory supernatural tac- 
tics. 

The building called Blake 
House is not very different 
form many of the buildings in 
New York City; a cheap ten- 
ement that has gone 
through many different 
owners seeking to make 
some money off a bunch of 
tenants who don't have any. 

The chain of events that 
lead up to maximum mutila- 
tion begin when new-age sa- 
tanist David Kruger buys this 
building and begins using his 
mystical powers to vacate 


the building so that he can 
turn around and sell it to 
some condo-developer. For 
the most part, Kruger's 
powers are effective. He 
gets everybody to leave 
their apartments, even if 
they have nowhere else to 
go. Everybody, that is, ex- 
cept for one tough old 
woman, w.ho refuses to 
budge. Kruger resorts to 
more blatant tactics of co- 
ercion to deal with Mrs. 
Casey: he calls the cops. 

And when the cop comes to 
her door to deliver an official 
eviction notice, he 
"accidentally" shoots and 
kiils the old crone. This is the 
first blood. 

What Kruger doesn't 
know is that Mrs. Casey has a 
daughter who is both a revo- 
lutionary militant as well as a 
practitioner of a very power- 
ful kind of voodoo that she 
learned from the Arawak 
Indians in the Caribbean. 
When Angelina discovers 
that her mother has been 
killed by a pig in the service 
of a capitalist landowner 
seeking to profit on the mis- 
eries of others; well, she 
does get angry — real angry. 
And she insists on having her 
revenge — not only on 


Kruger, but on everyone 
connected to the building. 
Kruger's powers are quite 
wimpy compared to the 
voodoo of Angelina. 

Her vehicle (through 
which she calls down and 
then sends out her vengeful 
voodoo) is a human spine, 
marinating in a mixture of 
sperm, semen and menstrual 
blood. She keeps this in a 
lined hatbox. 

Her voodoo works in such 
a way that it compels each 
of its targets to kill them- 
selves in the most fantastic 
and horrible ways they are 
capable of imagining. The 
first target is the cop who 
killed her mother. He finds 
himself one night, on the 
dark of the moon (new 
moon), to have lost control 
of his body. His hand picks 
up a razor blade and he skins 
himself alive, starting from 
his head and working his way 
downward, like the stripes on 
a barber-shop pole. 

And while this is begin- 
ning to happen, Kruger has 
managed to sell the building 
to the Blake Foundation, an 
organization that is theoreti- 
cally established to provide 
money to the needy, wher- 
ever the need is greatest. 

But the Blake Foundation 
was "forced" into real-estate 
speculation during the re- 
cession in order to keep 
generating money. So ironi- 
cally, this organization set up 
to help the needy com- 
mences on a program of 
gentrification. Blake House is 
a typical project. It becomes 
yuppie condo building. 
Meanwhile "the needy" get 
pushed out on the street. 

Angelina is hip to all of 
this, so she expands her 
vengeance to include the 
Blake Foundation and all of 
the yuppies who've moved 
in. This is when things begin 
to heat up. All these weird 
suicides happen — fifteen in 
all. 

Imagine watching a yup- 
pie-type real-estate devel- 
oper get out of a limo pulled 
up in front of a condo, walk 
into the building with a smug 
grin on his face, and then 
moments later see him jump 
through a window three 
stories up, break both his 
ankles when he hits the 
ground, then continue 


moving forward a few feet 
before kneeling down and 
pounding his head against 
the sidewalk until he 
splatters his brains all over. 

Do you like that? 

There is a general anti-au- 
thoritarian political aspect to 
this story, although for the 
most part it is presented as 
infantile rage. But sometimes 
that can be very funny, like 
the scene where the real big 
developers who are about to 
buy Blake House from the 
Blake Foundation get theirs. 
Their names are Donald and 
Leonora Heilman (read 
Donald Trump and Leona 
Helmsiey) and one day after 
a particularly exciting 
business deal they are 
getting down when the 
voodoo kicks in. Leonora 
swallows Donald's thang, 
then CHOMP! bites it off. He 
bleeds to death. She chokes 
to death. 

Also hidden in this story is 
a reference to the assassina- 
tion of JFK. In a certain 
dream sequence, a multi- 
penis monster takes a recent 
suicide victim (who ripped 
out his own larynx) and 
inserts one of his organs into 
the guy's open and gurgling 
throat and violently humps 
him. 

There is still a debate 
going on about a rumor that 
LBJ did this very same thing 
to the bullet-wounds in JFK'S 
neck, while the corpse was 
lying in state on the plane 
out of Dallas. Of course, like 
many of the events that sur- 
round this assassination, it 
has been difficult to prove 
one way or another. 

While the rebellious na- 
ture of the story is fun, it is 
the imaginative and jolting 
suicides which make this tale 
one worth reading. There is 
something particularly 
poignant about the idea of 
losing control of your body 
to some greater force that 
you cannot see, hear or feel. 
It is a metaphor for how we 
go about living in modern 
society. We lose control of 
our lives to the voodoo of 
state and corporate induced 
economics. Our bodies jerk 
and mutilate themselves 
according to the whims of 
progress and development. 
We should all learn voodoo. 

— Neal Keating 
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ust as Victor Von Frankenstein 
jolted life iirto a grisly corpse, 
r Gorman energized a 
moribund Hollywood by stitching 
action, sex and social commentary 
into the Independent Movie. 
Starting with $18,000 and a rubber 
octopus for 1953's Monster From the 
Ocean Floor, the idealistic Gorman 
soon became film's most prolific 
and profitable director, turning such 
disadvantages as leftover sets and 
three-day shooting schedules into 50 
hits. As his eccentric ouvre grew to 
include House of Usher and Little Shop 
of Horrors, Gorman also produced 
over 200 films, deftly tapping into 
America's pop bloodstream to invent 
the biker and acid trip genres. 

But perhaps Gorman's greatest 
talent was in bringing cinematic life 
to such unholy talents as Francis 
Coppola (Dementia 13), Joe Dante 
(Piranha), and Martin Scorcese 
(Boxcar Bertha), nurturing his prote- 
ges in the finer points of exploita- 
tion. But after 197rs Von Richthofen 
ami Brown, Gorman stopped direct- 
ing films to oversee New World 
Pictures and start a family. When his 
company grew unwieldily, Gorman 
sold New World off to return to 
maverick producing with Concorde 
Pictures, turning out such hyper low- 
budget fare as The Nest and The 
Terror Within. 

It's taken nearly twenty years for 
Gorman to sit in the director's chair 
again, but now he's discovered the 
perfect high-concept vehicle with 
Frankenstein Unboiimi. Taken from 
Brian Aldiss' acclaimed novel, this 
bizarre fusion of Mary Shelley with 
The Time Machine has the 21st cen- 
tury weapons inventor Buchanan 
(.lohn Hurt) sucked through a time 
slip into 19th century Furope. There 
he encounters an equally misguided 
scientist named Dr. Frankenstein 
{Raul Julia) and his newly-created 
Monster (Nick Brimble). But it 
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seems time has played its most dras- 
tic changes on Gorman himself. For 
Frankenstein UnboiimVs star cast and 
Italian locations, Gorman has been 
given $9 million to work his quirky 
magic. 

TOXIC: Did you stop directing 
because of the critical and box 
office reactions to your last 
films? 

ROGER GORMAN: It certainly wasn't 
the critics. Both Gas-s-s and Von 
Richthofen were very well received. 
One magazine said that if I wasn't 
the critics' darling, then I was their 
mascot! The biggest reason I stopped 
directing was that I had made fifty 
films in sixteen years, and I was 
tired of it. My feelings really became 
apparent while I was shooting Von 
Richthofen in Ireland, and I had to 
restrain myself from flying home 
every morning. 1 originally just 
wanted to take a year off for my 
family and New World Pictures, but 
the company took off, and I didn't 
get to direct again. 1 never intended 
that to happen. 

Why direct now, and why 
Frankenstein Unbound? 

A marketing research team discov- 
ered that a picture called Roger 
Carman's Frankenstein would make a 
lot of money, but I didn't want to do 
a film for that reason. There were al- 
ready too many Frankenstein 
movies. I insisted that the only way 
I'd shoot the project was if a differ- 
ent approach came up. Then 1 re- 
membered Brian Aldiss' novel, 
which had the unique approach I was 
looking for. 

Besides its time travel angle, 
what really differentiates Fran- 
kenstein Unbound from the 
series? 

Aldiss thought up this statesman 
from 2031 debating over the goals 
and methods of science with an 
1850's Dr. Frankenstein. Both of 
them have abused their inventions, 
and that theme of scientific respon- 
sibility was more important to me 
than the story's horror aspects. This 
is also the first Frankenstein movie 
to really go back to the story's roots. 
It involves Mary Shelley, who cre- 
ated Frankenstein and the Monster. 
Buchanan goes into her past, but it 
isn't real, because Shelley's fictional 
characters exist alongside her. This 
film is resultingly about creator, and 
creation. 

Then would you describe Fran- 
kenstein Unbound as social 
commentary? 


I don't try to make "message'' pic- 
tures. I just wanted Frankenstein 
Unbound to be fun and entertaining. 
But while its action might be on the 
surface, I've put my statement about 
the dangers of uncontrolled science 
on a conceptual level. 

How did you adapt Aldiss' novel 
for the screen? 

I played up the differences between 
the technologies of future and past, 
and changed Buchanan from a 
statesman into a weapons inventor. 
The location also switched from 
Geneva to Italy, since that's where 
we had our studios. One of the big- 
ger changes came from the studios, 
who wanted to play up the- love tri- 
angle between Mary, her husband 
Percy Blythe Shelly and Lord Byron. 
So we got Bridget Fonda {Scandal), 
Jason Patric (The Lost Boys) and INXS' 
Michael Hutchence. This allowed our 
younger audiences to emotionally 
identify with the story, since our 
lead characters were in their 40s. 

John Hurt and Raul Julia aren't 
people usually associated with 
horror films. Why did you cast 
them? 

We had a lot of people who wanted 
to be in the film, but I felt John's in- 
telligence and sensitivity best suited 
Buchanan's, while Raul had that feel- 
ing of absolute power you'd associ- 
ate with Dr. Frankenstein. 

Would you say this is the best 
cast and material you've had? 

It's definitely one of the best, but 
you've got to remember that I've 
also worked with Boris Karloff, 
Vincent Price and Peter Lorre! 

You once remarked that 
"directing is a young man's 
game." Is that still true after 
twenty years? 

Surprisingly enough, 1 had the en- 
ergy to shoot Frankenstein Unbound in 
seven weeks, which was the longest 
amount of time I've ever had on a 
movie. But if 1 had to direct like I 
used to, and shoot picture after pic- 
ture with little time between them, I 
wouldn’t have had the stamina. But 
even an old man can make one or 
two films a year, especially when he 
has two months for each of them! 

Did you have artistic control 
over Frankenstein Unbound? 

Not completely, since I shared a 
producer's credit and had two major 
studios distributing the film. That 
resulted in a few concessions on my 
part, but I'm still quite satisfied with 
the way the film came out. 


Does Frankenstein Unbound go 
for the sex and violence, like 
some of your earlier films? 

I wanted to be straighter here, be- 
cause I’m intentionally trying to re- 
call my Poe series with Frankenstein 
Unbound. For pictures like Masque of 
the Red Death, I'd go for a restrained, 
gothic style that accentuated the 
mood over the terror. I wouldn't 
even classify my Poe films as horror. 

Was it easier to work with $9 
million? 

Not really, because of the huge over- 
head costs involved, including the 
cast. A lot of the budget was swal- 
lowed up there, so Frankenstein 
Unbound wasn't a very different 
working situation for me. I still had 
to cut corners, and my best trick for 
that was doing a lot of tight shots for 
the interiors, which made the sets 
even more impressive. The pros- 
thetic makeup also looks great, 
especially since we had Nick 
Dudman work on them after 
Batman. 

Though your past films have 
cult followings, would you say 
this is your biggest attempt at 
capturing a mainstream audi- 
ence? 

With the amount of money that's be- 
ing spent on the film, I’m trying to 
go for the widest possible audience. 
But I’ve gotten plenty of viewers be- 
fore, especially with films like The 
Trip and The Wild Angels, whose 
grosses still compare favorably with 
today's big-budget films. 

Is Frankenstein Unbound guar- 
anteed to make a profit? 

Very few movies are assured of mak- 
ing money, but it's certainly easier 
to get a profit with the video market. 
A lot of Goncorde's films get their 
money back that way. Since 20th 
Gentury Fox and Warner Brothers 
were financing Frankenstein Unbound, 
I didn't stand to lose any money, ex- 
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Poor John Hurt meets 
a foe uglier than The 
Elephant Man... 


' An' if the rope don't 

f “ 


le rope 
kill 'im. I'll choj 


bloody 'ead off!" 


I'm 

[intentionally 
trying to 
recall my Poe 
series with 
Frankenstein 
Unbound." 


cept if I went overbudget. So I was 
sure to finish two days ahead of 
schedule! 


Does this mean you've finally 
gone for the big budgets? 

1 don't think so. My future projects 
will probably be medium-budgeted, 
and be released through Concorde. 


After your Poe series, and find- 
ing directors like Joe Dante, do 
you think you've changed the 
face of horror films? 

I’d say that I was one of the forces 
behind their evolution, but there 
were a number of people who con- 
tributed as much, if not more to the 
genre. Today's horror films are a re- 
sult of all our efforts. 


How do you scare people? 

You have to get into the character's 
relationships, and their fear of 
death. That develops an emotional 
tension, which you raise to its peak. 
Then you suddenly break the anxi- 
ety, and that gives you the jolt which 
constitutes horror. If you do that 
with comedy, it finishes with a 
laugh. For sex, the tension ends with 
a climax. And for horror, you get a 
scream. My directing technique is 
centered around that kind of dra- 
matic buildup. 


At New World, you produced 
such drive-in classics as Death 
Race 2000 and Piranha. Do you 


fee! Concorde's output and 
quality compare with those 
pictures? 

We've managed to put out 23 films a 
year at Concorde, which is more 
than any other independent. But 1 
don't know if we’re as aesthetically 
successful as New World w^as. There 
we'd have an occasional break- 
through like Death Race, while 
Concorde has specialized in more 
craftsmanlike films. We're like a 
baseball game. Concorde hasn't hit 
any home runs, but we haven't 
struck out either. 


What are Concorde's future 
horror plans? 

We’ll be doing a sequel to The Terror 
Within, which was one oi our most 
successful films. I've also planned 
another Watchers, a film I originally ® 
produced with Carolco. 1 can ^ 
promise you its sequel will be an B 
improvement. I'm also thinking ^ 
about doing a Poe anthology for s 
television. ^ ® 

® 

What’s your advice for hungry £ 
filmmakers? ^ 

Go to film school. There are dozens i 
of good ones where you can really = 
learn the technical craft. Then get £ 
any job you can in the industry, even i 
as a messenger if you have to. That's ^ 
the best way to learn the business « 
end. I would have gone to film Z 
school myself, but I always thought I a 
was going to be an engineer! nn 3 
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Dick Hickok. 
Detail. Dick's 
exploits were 
expertly 
chronicled in 
Truman 
Capote's In 
Cold Blood. 






Soj^ 


The 


t’s probably not true that there 
3 are neighborhoods where mass- 
murderers congregate to talk shop 
while they sip brightly colored 
drinks in bars like The Catacombs or 
the Psychopath Lounge. Mass- 
murderers just don't seem to be the 
gregarious breed we might like them 
to be. But I could be wrong. I keep 
ending up in strange places and I 
wonder why. 

Take a place like Chicago — that's 
were I live — it sits there, like a 
big blinking monotone anti-Oz, 
attracting all the insane, bottled-up 
and oppressed people from the 
surrounding void of the midwest — 
some of these cases inevitably have 
Multiple Death on their minds. 


art of Tony 
Fitzpatrick! 


Anyway, there's a neighborhood 
in Chicago called Uptown, or as the 
Indians say, "Land of Many 
Transient Hotels." It's sort of a grim 
comicbook kind of place seething 
with your usual assortment of 
inbred, cross-eyed types, derelicts, 
criminals, one-armed men, tattooed 
geeks, etc. If you're a mutant at all, 
it's where you live. You don't have to 


£d Gein. Detail. 
Gcin loved his 
mom so much 
that he dug up 
her body and 
stuffed her. 


pay to go inside any circus tent — the 
circus is all around you. 

Now there's an Uptown saloon 
called the Green Mill, used to be an 
A1 Capone joint. History tells of a 
singer once who got his tongue cut 
out for wising off. Plenty of guys 
were blown away. You could hear 
the breaking glasses and taste the 
blood in your whiskey, because the 
bar had a memory — and I'm not 
talking about the soft-focus Barbara 
Streisand kind of memories about 
the way we were either. Then one 
day the neighborhood took a dive 
that lasted thirty years. The Mill 
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John Wayne 
Gacy. Detail. 
For more on 
his paintings 
elsewhere in 
this issue. 


Gary Heidnik. 
Detail. The 
"Reverend" 
Heidnik kept 
women in his 
Philadelphia 
dungeon. 


smelled like dead men and puke and 
other bodily excretions. Half the 
faces had to be peeled off the floor 
before they could suck their drinks. 
But times change. The Mill is swank 
again. A couple of guys wearing vests 
bought it, fixed it up. I heard they 
were having poetry or something 
there and since 1 was living just 
down the block at the .Anxiety Arms 
Hotel, I decided to check it out. It 
was that masochistic time of the 
month for me. I remember clearly. I 
took a walk. On my way I passed 
some Indian fellas roasting a dog 
over a trash can fire and it made me 
hungry — I guess times don't change 
that much. Anyway, it was true — the 
poetry thing— they were calling 
it the Uptown Poetry Slam — 
something like boxing but you do it 
with words. That's where 1 met Tony 
Fitzpatrick — painter, poet, ex-boxer, 
among other things. 

He was showing slides of his 
drawings of Coney Island freaks, 
albinos, Siamese twins, baseball 
players, boxers, voodoo angels and 


mass-murderers. I guess I connected 
to his .style, and not just the subject 
matter either, but the smoldering 
nightmare colors, all the little 
paranoid memor>' things going on in 
the background. It was a twilight- 
zone world but more visceral, taudry 
and not clean like TV. You could 
almost hear the calliope music. 

Tony's been around awhile, and 
he’s got a couple poetry books out — 
The Neighborhood, The Hard Angels 
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Charles Manson. Detail. The 
dark side of the hippy 
movement. 

and the upcoming North Avenue 
Serenade. But he's most well known 
for for his drawings. A lot of big 
shots like to collect his draw- 
ings. Controversial Chicago radio 
personality Steve Dahl is one of 
them. Famous movie director 
Jonathan Demme is one of them. 


Demme wrote the introduction to 
The Hard Angel.';. He points out 
how Fitzpatrick follows the 
Whitman/Algren tradition of placing 
his artistic sympathies with the 
accused. As Tony says "We live 
on stolen property, hustler's 
land. ..every 7-Eleven has the air of 
larceny about it, so 1 guess if we 
survive this place with any integrity 
and humanity and humor, somebody 
ought to make a goddamn painting 
of us." So that's what Tony does. He 


creates portraits in series: sports 
figures, Coney Island, Memphis, 
Voodoo and then there's my 
favorite — Bad Blood: Portraits of 
Murderers. 

I checked out Tony's 
studio/gallery in Villa Park, IL (now 
in downtown Chicago) The Edge. He 
showed me his killers: Susan 
Atkins, Charlie Manson, Charlie 
Starkweather, Charles Whitman, 
Dick Hickock, Rev. Heidnick, Ed 
Gein, Richard Speck and John Wayne 
Gacy — names that ring like movie 
heroes through my brain. What am I 


Charles Whitman. 
Detail. The Houston 
sniper! 
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saying? I'm saying that these guys 
might make us nervous but they also 
engage our sympathies, somehow. 
Tony's Bad Blood portraits show us 
the products of human confusion 
in a demented world, men who 
strayed, surrounded by the personal 
landmarks and demons they met 
along the way. 

Demme says of this endeavor 
"When (Tony) chooses to examine 
killers in this series. ..he's trying 
to come to terms with something 
about America, how our culture 
dehumanizes some even as it 
elevates others." Tony bel- 
ieves our culture is a bastard 
culture, that we have our Geins and 
Specks, our Mansons, Gacys 
and Starkweathers because we 
make them. We mass-produce 
monsters because we mass-produce 
everything, straining for an 
impossible, nonspiritual American 
dream. We may feel it debases us, 
cheapens us, but we pursue it just 
the same, as if the truth were beyond 
us. But these are my own 
(speck)ulations. Pun intended. 

In America we think big, we think 
in terms of mass production, mass 
access, televangelism and so on, we 
naturally think of Mass Murder as 
well. Because there is so much 
space — in the landscape and in the 
mind — maybe we believe numbers 
can conquer space. It's the Midwest, 
the great Plains, the Desert, the 
anonymous alienating suburban 
sprawls outside our cities that serve 
as the theater where the traditional 
American loner, the cowboy, the 
maverick, the evil priest, the 
traveling salesman, may well believe 
he is in no way pledged or bound to 
obey the rules of prudence. But in 
fact it is the case with many of these 
killers that they were victims of 
another American tradition — a 
primal puritanism, wherein a man 
may be so pledged, so bound to obey 
that he turns in on himself, 
becoming a knot of pent violence, 
until he explodes. The effect is often 
the same — a trail of death. 

The transcendental nature of 
murder and violence is an old 
theme, especially in religions of 
sacrifice. And Tony Fitzpatrick does 
not shy from this dark spirituality of 
his subjects. Meticulously rendered 
on small scale framed slates, 
Fitzpatrick’s drawings have a strong 
iconographic religious aura about 
them, as if he were painting saints or 
anti-saints. His style is a haunting 
Art Brut or naive-folk style, which is 
obsessive and spiritual to its root, 
although he says of himself "I'm not 
religious. I'm somewhere between 
fence-post atheist and rabid agnostic 


but I believe in the spirits and these 
drawings are my prayers..." 

Not surprisingly Tony visited 
Haiti for awhile, and hung around 
with the Voudun priest and master 
painter Andre Pierre. The spirituality 
of Voodoo is very much a part of 
Tony's work and world view. As 
Demme says, "In Voudun it's a 
bedrock truth that in order to 
celebrate the positive you must 
acknowledge the negative..." Fie goes 
on to say that the "...respect of all 
things visible and Invisible, the 
absence of prioritized value 
judgements and of relative ideas of 
better or worse on the basis of 
external characteristics has always 
been part of (Tony's) special 
magic..." 

ut enough of the spiritual, now I 
-®-^want to get back to the 
architype idea, integral to which is 
the Identification Process — the fact 
that these figures represent 
something inside us — our own 
repressed violence, our own 
alienation. And because of our 
peculiar American closeness to this 
murderer persona, everybody seems 
to have an anecdote to tell — an 
encounter with a killer. It's part of 
the fun of living here. Mine is being 
picked up by Gacy (I believe) while 
hitch-hiking down in Bloomington, 
Indiana. Good thing I jumped out of 
that car. Years later 1 made money 
betting on the body count. People 
were saying his name caused him 
some childhood trauma. Gacy jokes 
were all over towm like — Hey, what's 
a John Wayne Gacy Cocktail? Fruit 
punch with lyme sprinkled on top. 
Ha-ha. Get it? 

I’ve always had a thing for Speck 
too, because I remember the drama 
unfolding on TV — how alone it 
made me feel, and vulnerable. I had 
the thought he might be acting out 
the prophecy of his tattooes; Born to 
Raise Hell on his arm. Love and Hate 
on his knuckles. You see guys on the 
street like that all the time, but 
that's the point. They often live next 
door and we don't even know it. Or 
they live inside us and we don't 
know it. 1 have this photo-booth 
picture of myself in which I look just 
like Richard Speck and I don't need 
that kind of existential influence 
right now. It’s like growing up to 
look like your father. Come to think 
of it, Geraldo Rivera has called Speck 
the Father of Modern Mass 
Vlurder — yeah, like Mass Murder 
needs a Dad. But I'm getting off 
track. 

Fd Gein is another memory- 
friend, because my grandparents 



Richard Speck. Detail. Speck 
got his kicks by slaughtering 
nurses. 


lived in W'isconsin and everytime we 
drove up to that bleak state 
somebody had to tell me the story 
about the guy w'ho was covering his 
furniture with human skin, how he 
was making victims into clothes, 
how he would eat their organs off 
dinner plates at parties he held for 
himself. And everyone thought he 
was an OK Joe when he came to 
town. No one suspected anything 
until they found a gutted corpse 
hanging upside down in his barn. 
Maybe it has something to do wuth 
physics, the convoluted fabric of 
space, time and mind. 

America is such an alienating 
place. Cries of anguish drift like 
radio signals out on vast landscapes 
that swallow sound. People get shot 
and the neighbors don’t hear. A 
strange car drives through town. 
Children disappear. Sometimes they 
are seen in a grainy photo on the 
back of a milk carton. Sometimes 
they are never seen again at all. 
Tony Fitzpatrick's Bad Blood 
drawings always make me think of 
them. And then there's that old 
Doors song that goes "There's a 
killer on the road — his brain is 
squirming like a toad. ..if you give 
this man a ride, sweet memory will 
die..." But you get the picture. (Tin 
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One man's meat is 
another man's forearm! 

EATING HUMAN 


¥:¥ ■CCUI TOXIC'S salute to 




|1 pictures! 


Anybody got a spoon? 
(Scene from Doctor 
Butcher, Af.D.) 


^ffhey botnliave to b 


plucked before they cai 
eaten. (Scene from Doc> 


cene: The action takes place in 
television studio where a 
half-hour info-mercial is being taped 
before a live audience. 


pUNCER: Toxic Discoveries 
htsi the Cannibal Kwik-Learn /Q 
Programl Yes, Toxic 
iie.s now offers the most in- 
' breakthrough in the history 
of the mind since the invention of 
reading! A revolutionary new 
method exists which can transform 
an ordinary joe into a double- 
domed, big-thinking Einstein with 
no more effort than it takes to eat a 
ham sandwich. Not an expensive 
seminar — not a subliminal self-help 
audio cassette tape — this miracle 
breakthrough is ready now for every 
man, woman, and child who's got 
the guts for it! And the stomach. 

And now, your host for Toxic 
Discoveries Presents, internationally 
famed actor and star of The Man 
From Uncle TV show, Robert 
Vaughn — 

OFFSTAGE STOOGE (urgently): 
Psst! It's not Vaughn! 

ANNCR; Huh? What gives? (covers 
the microphone wdth his hands so 
the audience can't hear him) The 


cameras are rolling, anJ 
getting restless! Tell 
his ass out here! 

STOOGE; That's what I've been 
trying to tell you. He ain't here! 

ANNCR; He’s not here? (weakly) 
No. ..no Robert Vaughn? 

STOOGE: He canceled out at the 
last minute to do a Zurich Zit- 
Remover promo instead. Seems they 
paid in real dollars, instead of copies 
of Monster Tracks and Female 
Bodybuilding. 

ANNCR: Well, you better get 
somebody out there, and fast! That 
mob of apes out there looks like 
they're ready to tear the place apart! 
(worried) Where'd they dig up these 
mutants? 

STOOGE: TOXIC’S mailing list. 

ANNCR: What's that guy in the 
front row holding? Is that a chicken? 
It is, it's a live chicken! I'll tell you 
right now. I'm not going back out 
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^most fan- 
rA howling 
^ is: Eat or 
Bte young 
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nd with a 
■htly she 
Bse w'here 
Htoxicate 
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•inally, he 


All photos 


Cannibal Holocaust 
owes its realism to the 
fact that it was 
actually made by 
zombie flesh-eaters! 


there. 

STOOGE; You don't hafta. We got 
somebody else. A substitute, (hands 
Announcer a sheet of paper) Read 
this. 

ANNCR: (reading) Your host for 
tonight's program is renowned sex- 
ologist, anthropologist — (he does a 
take, then screeches) Did you see 
what he did to that chicken? Oh my 
lord, that poor bird! W'here's 
Security? This is their job— 

STOOGE: Einish up and get out of 
there! 

ANNCR: — sexologist, anthologist, 
and salver of lost psychosexual souls, 
H. Huntz Harding! (he dashes off- 
stage) 

D r. Harding takes the podium, 
holding it to steady himself. He 
resembles Perry White from the old 
Superman TV sliow, only sweatier. 
He acts funny, like he's drunk, or on 
something. 

DR. HARDING: Good evening 
ladies and germs. As you all know, 
Carl Denham's expedition to Skull 


) Aquarius Films 

Island, in search of^^^^Bndary 
monster Kong, was al^^Hc at the 
cost of incredible sufferii^; hardship 
and loss of life— (he breaks off sud- 
denly, coughs) .Ahern. Er, sorry, 
w'rong speech. I begin again. Good 
evening, ladies and germs. A wise- 
man once observed, that when dog 
bites man, that's routine. When man 
bites dog, that's news. And when 
man bites man, that's TOXIC. Or, to 
put it another way, one man's meat 
is another man's forearm as the say- 
ing goes. 

.Allow me to indulge myself with 
some prefatory remarks before get- 
ting to the ah, meat, of tonight’s lit- 
tle chat. As you look around, you will 
notice slides from such educational 
and informative films as Dr. Butcher, 
M.D., Cannibal Holocaust, and the 
classic Make Them Die Slowly. Using 
them as a springboard for your 
imagination, picture this scenario 
for the ultimate cannibal yarn: A 
beautiful and talented young woman 
from one of the Western 
Democracies journeys far from 
home to the savage jungles of what 


s been justly called "tn 
astic island in the world. 1 
wilderness, whose only iJ 
be eaten. Our unfortiT 
lady takes as a lover a j 
character, often seen . 
bird on his shoulderJ 
dances naked in a lod^ 
adult males gather 7 
themselves. Her quarn 
beats and abuses her.' 
murders her. What to do with the 
body? He dismembers it. He disposes 
of the parts slowly over the next few 
days. Many of those living nearby 
know of the crime. They do nothing 
to interfere. The killer boils the body 
parts in a big steaming cauldron. He 
eats some of them. Eventually, what 
passes for Law in those benighted 
parts catches the killer and puts him 
away. 

What's more, in the finest tradi- 
tion of the genre, the entire proceed- 
ings can be ballyhooed at earsplit- 
ting volume with this proud claim: 
"An incredible true story! Filmed on 
perilous Manhattan Island, where it 
really happened!" 

Which it did. the unfortunate vic- 
tim, whose name is deleted here. 
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"Happy entrails to 
youuuu/Until we eat 
again..." (Scene from 
Make Them Die Slowly.) 


was a Swiss miss, a trained ballerina, 
no less, who followed her unlucky 
star to Gotham's exciting, dangerous 
Lower East Side, famed for the 
shenanigans of feuding squatters 
and lawmen. The man whom police 
arrested and who is alleged to be the 
killer, is one Dennis Rakowski, a 
chef. Alleged, repeat, alleged (w'e're 
covering our asses here at TOXIC). 

The Village Voice newspaper's in- 
depth probe of the case stated that 
the alleged killer distributed free 
soup to homeless persons in the park 
during the time frame in w’hich he 
was disposing of the body. 'Ihe same 
article further states that, during this 
time, he was also employed as a 
cook in a downtown eatery. 

What was in that soup for the 
needy? Did restaurant patrons un- 
knowingly devour a "chef’s surprise” 
instead of the blue-plate special? is 
the accused a modern-day Sweeney 
Todd of Tompkins Square Park? 
Perhaps these and other, worse an- 
swers will emerge at the trial. 

After the suspect was arrested and 
taken away, somebody left this wise- 
guy grafitto on his door: "Is is soup 
yet?" 

Nice, eh? There was no mystery 
about the contents of the cooking 
pot simmering on the stove In no- 
goodnik Gary Heidnik's boiler- 


plates basement in PA^ 

the aity of Brotherlj^^^^nt was 
flesA the flesh of n^^^Rd sex 
slav^Bwhich he fed t^Tiis other 
cha^H captives. His lawyer claimed 
he^^fcnsane. After looking over the 
pq^^Maotos of the Heidnik's cellar 
' ^^Jop, the D.A. and the judge 
ha^^^gree with him. 

All of which goes to prove that 
you don't have to leave the U.S. to 
become somebody's dinner. Exciting 
opportunities to expand the food 
chain are available right now, as 
close as the nearest next-door 
neighbor. 

Cannibalism is as American as 
Mom's pies, with Mom in them. 
There is the well-known incident in 
Donner Pass, alluded to in The 
Shifiing, where snowed-in pioneers 
survived by eating their friends and 
neighbors. Poe's most cryptic work. 
The Narrative of A. Goriion Pyni, fea- 
tures harrowing scenes of cannibal- 
ism among ship-wrecked sailors. In 
Typee, Herman Melville wrote of his 
authentic adventures among Pacific 
Island cannibals, while the har- 
pooner and cannibal, Queequeg, fea- 
tures so memorably in his master- 
piece, Moby Dick. 

Then there is the case of Alferd 
Packer, the Colorado Cannibal. 
Alferd, not Alfred. He, too, was 
snowed-in with five companions. 
Came the thaw, and only Packer 
came down from the mountains. He 
looked well-fed, too. The sheriff ar- 
rested him. At the trial, he claimed 


ebears bacl^^^^^Hth^ 
lutionary trail werenHioo dis- 
Timinating about w'hat^hey ate. 
Delvers in the dirt ofAcaves on 
Dragon's Bone Hill inMhina un- 
earthed evidence of a®plony of 
Peking Men who lived ^Ke a half- 
million years ago. Th^^nlso un- 
earthed a mass of sku^^Bh holes 
smashed in them so ^^^Javemen 
could more easily de^^Hne still- 
quivering brains inside i 

Real werewolves, and other 
shape-shifters, can not justly be ac- 
cused of cannibalism. Humans, homo 
sapiens, can't change their shape. 
Creatures who can, therefore, are by 
definition nonhuman, and very 
probably inhuman, at least by the 
standards of the screaming victims 
torn apart and devoured to feed 
their monstrous appetites. But since 
they're not us, you can't call them 
cannibals. 

B elief in the magical properties 
of cannibalism occurs 
throughout the world. To cite a few 
examples, there are the blood- 
maddened berserkers of the Vikings, 
the West African Leopard VIen cult, 
the Tibetan necromancers who 
follow the Left Hand Path. 

And don't low-rate sheer oppor- 
tunism as a motive for putting the 
bite on a fellow human. If you be- 
lieve that eating a strong man's 
heart will make you strong, and you 
w'ant it badly enough, and you don't 
much like the guy anyway, chances 
are pretty good you'll be chowing 
down on him before too long. 
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uired le^^^^experie^K can^ 
kssed al(^^^Hrough s^B myste? 

’ the digSIB process ^HUie eater. 
What's true for flatw^^B is not 
necessarily true for hu^^K (we're 
so much more advanced^ra ha), but 
if so, it opens up a provocative field 
of speculation. 

Instead of studying to master a 
subject, something difficult like, say, 
geometry, you could eat somebody 
who already knows geometry and 
thus learn it yourself. Why bother 
with tiresome homework and rote 
memorization? Geometry students 
would learn faster and better by 
sharing out spoonfuls of Teacher's 
brains (if any). 

Surely, supping on a stringy spin- 
ster English teacher is far less dis- 
tasteful than reading such tiresome 
yawns as Silas Marner and To Kill a 
MockitJgbird. Fricasee the French 
teacher, barbecue the biology in- 
structor, macerate the math maven. 
Learn while you heart-burn! 

Awesome possibilities exist for 
varsity athletes. Before the big game, 
the football team could abduct a star 
player from the other side, cook 
him, and eat him. Not only would 
this boost their individual perfor- 
mance, it would also have a vastly 
demoralizing effect on their oppo- 
nents. 

Imagine the effect on the already 
ferocious corporate world! Middle 
management massacres would take 
place that would make Day of the 
Dead look as well-mannered as a 
church supper. 

No doubt, many of you students 


FANGORIA 
Horror Ho tlin e 

HEAR 

UP^TO^THE^^MINUTE 1 
INFO ON UPCOMING^ 
HORROR 
MOVIES! 

Call 

1^900^420^FANG 


Get the latest gossip months 
before it appears in any 
magazine! That's right! On the 
FANGORIA Horror Hotline, 
you'll get the scoop on the 
movies and stars you want to 
hear about — all told to you by 
FANGORIA's master of menace, 
Tony Timpone. Plus: 

COMPLETE HORROR 
EVENTS CALENDAR! The ex- 
act release dates of upcoming 
fear films and when they're 
coming to your town. Video, ca- 
ble and TV highlights, too. 

ALL'NEW SPLATTER FILM 
UPDATES! Will there be more 
Jason, Freddy and Michael 
Myers movies? Find out in these 
exclusive reports! 

REVIEWS OF NEW FILMS 
AND VIDEOS! A critical guide 
to which movies to see and 
rent — before they come out! 

RATINGS UPDATES! Find 
out which movies the MPAA 
doesn't want you to see. How to 
stop censors from banning gore. 

WHERE TO MEET HORROR 
CELEBRITIES! Learn the loca- 


STARTS MAY 1 

tions of future FANGORIA 
conventions and horror star 
autograph signings. 

MAKEUP FX INFO! Tips 
on how to become the next 
Savini or Baker. Listings of FX 
schools and makeup books. 

EDITOR TONY TIMPONE 
TELLS ALL! Yes, this phone 
service is written and read 
by the demented editor of 
FANGORIA & GOREZONE 
himself, Tony Timpone. Learn 
about the inside workings of the 
horror film business from an 
expert in the field. 

BONUS FEATURE: Audio 
mail. At the end of each meS' 
sage, you will have the option 
to leave a taped message for 
Tony. Selected listener calls will 
be answered on the Horror 
Hotline. Make your voice heard 
by recording an audio letter to 
FANGORIA! 

CALL 1.900-420-FANG! 
Only $2 per minute. Ask 
permission of owner of phone 
before you dial. 
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THE WILD, 
WORLD OF 
LINNEA 
QUIGI 


by Terri Hardin 

TT 

■ ■ ailed by Premiere magazine - 
the "new Queen of the l 
B's," Linnea Quigley (or just l.innea) ^ 
is one of the hardest-working folks ^ 
in show business. Having appeared J 
in twelve films since 1988, she 
enters 1990 with five new movies % 
already under her belt, and maybe a o 
series! ^ 

Born in Iowa, Linnea mov'ed with 
her family to Los Angeles in 1976. 
She began to work in movies in 
1978, and had a featured role in 
Streets (1984), playing Linda 
Blair's deaf-mute sister; and while 
she made a big impression on her 
audience as the pathetic victim of an 
uncomfortably realistic gang rape, it 
was her role in Silent hlight, Deadly 
Night that led to her most famous 
part, the less-than-innocent, grave- 
yard go-go dancing Trash in Return of 
the Living Dead (1985). Since then, 
she has appeared in 15 movies, her 
latest being Sexhumb. 

While she is a horror and drive-in 
movie afficionado, Linnea also loves 
such major releases as Frances (which 
features one of her favorite stars, 
Jessica Lange) Benji films ("I cry all 
the time") and Woody Allen 
comedies. 

These days, Linnea lives in North 
Hollywood with her husband, special 
effects makeup artist Steve Johnson 
(whom she met on the set of Night of 
the Demons in 1988, while he was 
making a cast of her breast for the 
lipstick impalement scene) and 
three dogs (Count Dracula, Spats, 
and Mondo). She looks forward to 
more control over the number of 
projects she takes on — ranging from 
movie roles to producing. 

TOXIC: You're definitely Linnea 
now, not Linnea Quigley? 

Linnea: I’m both. 1 go back and forth. 
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makes me sick because 
I'm a vegetarian." 





"1 like horror fans. 
They're nicer than 
Vuppies who like Three 
Men and a Baby, you 
know? They're 
probably mass 
murderers." 


Liiinea at last years 
Academy Awards 
ceremony. 
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Tell us about your 1990 films. 

Sexbomh is a real fun one, a look 
behind the scenes on a very low- 
budget horror movie. It’s taken to 
the extreme, uhich makes it funny. 

What is the regular budget for 
a horror movie? 

It can go anywhere from. ..I've seen 
them done as low as $30,000. But 
they usually spend, well, the ones 
I've worked on, like Return of the 
Living Dead, they spent two to three 
million. 

What about other movies com- 
ing out in 1990? 

Well, Sexbonib will come out. then 
Digging Up Business, which is kind of 
a dark comedy. It's got Ruth Buzzi, 
and Murray Langston, Billy Barty, 
and Gary Owens,... And then there's 
Robot Ninja, which I had a small part 
in, with Burt Ward the Boy Wonder. 

I just finished Virghi High, which is a 
comedy, and Teen Bimbos. 

Teen Bimbosi 

It's either going to be called Teen 
Bimbos or The Girl I want. 

In the past, you've worried 
about how your screen image 
distorts the way people act to- 
ward you. Does that still bother 
you? 

1 think it's an ongoing thing. 1 just 
did this thing on Hard Copy, where I 
hosted and interviewed people, and 
they showed clips from my films. 
The people who caught it who I don't 
know too well, are like, "Oh my 
God, how can you do that?" They re- 
ally don't understand. So a lot of 
people get the wrong image. 

What would you say you are re- 
ally like? 

I'm very shy and pretty much to my- 
self. I'm not wild, like the characters 
I portray; I'm silly and light-hearted. 
I'm a person who's fun and doesn't 
take things too serious. 

Do you bring your sense of hu- 
mor to the roles that you play? 

rhat depends on what the script is. 
Usually, 1 try to make them pretty 
real and, since most of them are 
pretty broad, make it funny. In a sit- 
uation like Night of the Demons, the 
only way that I really could play it 
was very silly. In acting school, 
you're taught to work off of what the 
other people are giving you, but in 
that movie, there was just no way. So 
I just made it real broad and weird. 
There was just no other way to! 

You met your husband Steve 
Johnson on the set of Night of 
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the Demons. Do you work with 
him a lot? 

Not a lot. I worked with him in Dead 
Heat, in a scene they cut where I 
was a dancing skeleton, and I 
worked with him on Nightmare on 
lUni Street 4, where 1 came out of 
Freddy's chest. 

What arc your fans like? 

They're really nice. 1 didn't know 
what to expect a few years ago, when 
I started getting some public atten- 
tion and went to my first conven- 
tion, hut they're very smart and 
they're shy like me, and they're re- 
ally lovers of B films and of horror 
films. We're very much alike, since I 
like the horror films too. 

Do they relate in particular to 
certain characters? 

Yes. F.verybody loves Return of the 
l.ivin^^ Dead. 

You were walking around prac- 
tically naked for most of the 
picture. Was this something 
that you had to do on thc.«et? 

On the set', when 1 became a zombie 
and 1 had that white makeup on, it 
was really horrible because if 1 put a 
robe on over it, the paint would start 
coming off. .So it was real uncom- 
fortable, and people— the extras — 
were saying, "Oh, she's just walking 
around naked." but they didn't know 
that I couldn’t sit down, couldn't lay 
down, I just had to stand constantly 
with this stuff. If they tried to get me ^ 
dried off from the rain, the paint 
would start coming off. And then it 
was a big ordeal to get the paint 
back on. They had tried different 
concoctions. One would immedi- 
ately get dry and flake off. And then 
they finally got this kind that was 
waterproof, so that was real fun, go- 
ing home in the morning and trying 
to wash it off. It was like, impossible. 



That's terrible. And you also 
had strep throat, I hear. 

Yeah, 1 did get it. It was being in the 
rain machines for two weeks at 
night, and freezing, and not being 
able to get warm. 

What are the schedules of low- 
budget movies like? 

Anywhere from four days to a couple 
of weeks. They move really fast and 
everybody works together, like a 
family. You have to know your lines, 
you have to be there on time, you 
can't be a complainer or anything 
like that. 

You've said that you never see 
anybody until there's a nude 
scene that has to be shot, and 
suddenly there's everybody on 
the .set. In your first movies, 
this happened a lot. How did 
you feel about that? 

I guess they think that you don't 
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"I'm not wild like the 
characters I portray; 
I'm more silly and 
lighthearted." 


Linnea, husband Steve 
Johnson and some 
frequent dinner guests. 





care. A lot of guys have an attitude 
that if a girl does a nude scene, she 
must be wanting to show off and 
doesn't mind. Sometimes they'll 
make little comments, like “Well, 
it's going to be on the film — why 
can't we see?" They label you a 
bitch. But it's different when it plays 
on the screen than having people 
there in the room. 

Since you've become the 
".scream queen," do you have a 
little bit more say when one of 
these scenes comes up? 

Yes, 1 do. I just tell the A.D. to clear 
the set. if I have to, I yell! When I 
first started out, I really didn't know 
you could request a closed set; I just 
thought that the people who w-ere 
doing the movie had total control, 
and that they could invite whoever it 
was in, even though it made me un- 
comfortable. But then I learned I 
definitely can! 

Do you think that gratuitous 
nudity is a good thing or a bad 
thing? 

I think it's a bad thing because it 
cheapens the movie. Because it’s like 
a sore thumb, like “Oh, there's a 
shower scene, you know, with a mil- 
lion girls in it." 

You've produced Beverly Hills 


Corpse. Have you produced any- 
thing else? 

The Girl ! Want I co-produced. 

Are you planning to do this 
some more? 

Yeah. I'm going to be working with 
other people, like hopefully with this 
guy in England. These films he's do- 
ing, one of them's a Stephen King 
short story called Graveyard Shift, and 
he's doing about four more different 
films. I'd be helping him with those. 
And also some other people who are 
interested in doing some films. 

Is there anything you’d like me 
to ask? Anything you'd like to 
say? 

The only thing Td like to tell people 
is support animal rights. I work with 
some organizations and some of the 
money from Murder Weapon (which 
is Beverly Hills Corpse) and The Girl I 
Want goes to BETA, which is People 
for the Ethical Treatment of 
Animals. A lot of the fans I've met 
are into animal rights, which is re- 
ally great. We're kind of similar. 

Do you think your experiences 
in horror movies have made 
you feel more extreme about 
such things? 

Well, it kind of makes me sick only 
because I'm a vegetarian. I just don’t 


believe anything should be killed to 
be eaten! I think one time, just 
watching. ..in The Return of the Living 
Dead, they had gotten a real calf's 
brain that this one guy had to actu- 
ally eat — it was raw.. .that made me 
sick. And then some of the films 
where you know there are real en- 
trails from cows, and things like 
that, that's pretty gross. 

We had a big anti-fur demonstra- 
tion here. We took makeup classes 
so that we could make ourselves 
look like animals back from the 
dead on Halloween. 

Not so unusual for you. 

Really! 1 was a raccoon. But really, 1 
don't even wear leather anymore. I 
love leather boots and leather jack- 
ets, but you learn that, the minute 
you talk about not wearing fur, or 
being a vegetarian, there's going to 
be someone who says, “Oh, you're 
wearing leather," and if you're going 
to be a spokesperson, you’ve got to 
not wear animal products. 

Do you want to break into the 
majors as an actress? 

Yeah. I'd like to do some really well- 
made horror films, likes Aliens or 
something that's good and suspense- 
ful, and deals more with fantasy. I 
won't do the slasher films anymore. 

Will the status you've achieved 
in low-budget movies be a plus 
or a minus when you pre.sent 
yourself to the majors? 

It's more of a problem with the peo- 
ple that are right in-between low- 
budget and high-budget. Those are 
the ones that say, “If we have Linnea 
in it, we're gonna get a B movie 
name." Even though they probably 
put out something that's similar to a 
B movie, they want to try to avoid 
any B movie type of thing. 

What are your plans for the fu- 
ture? 

Producing my own films 
completely — a couple of animal 
rights ones which I want to do. Also 
interviewing people more. The last 
couple of months. I've really been 
interviewing and helping getting 
segments together tor different 
shows. I did the one with Hard Copy, 
and got to interview Clive Barker 
and Christopher Lee for MTV, and 
worked with Showtime when 1 was 
in New York. I've still got a pilot in 
the works at Movietime, Linnea 
Quigley's Assault of the Killer B's, a 
behind-the-scenes look at B movies. 
It's just very fun and campy. We shot 
one, a behind-the-scenes look at a 
low-budget movie. If they go for it. 
I'll be doing that all the time, mn 
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The Zodiac Killer: He's 
still out there! 


by DAVID HENRY JACOBS 
Research by E. RICHARD 
DADE 


T 

■ ell the public that we don't 
know what kind of murder- 
happy characters are on the loose." — 
from Night of the living Demi. 

Last issue we covered the vintage 
years; this issue, it's time for the new 
kids on the block. 


Z odiac: The Most Dangerous 
Game. A sexual sadist cold- 
bloodedly stalks human prey. Thrill 
killings are only part of the fun for 
this fiendish publicity hound. He 
sends taunting notes to reporters 
and the police, boasting of his 
exploits and threatening more 


crimes to come. He encloses coded 
messages which he claims include 
clues to his identity. Californians 
dread the messages which begin, 
"This is the Zodiac speaking..." 

Zodiac, by Robert Graysmith, 
Berkley Books, is the definitive work 
on the subject and the source of 
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^ J IW 


I Serial 
killers 

of today will 
^ ^/rn become the horror 
J UJM lo films of tomorrow! 




Scene fromwenry: 
Portrait ttf a Serial 
Miller. "Yeah, 1 ki^ 
Miy mother..." V 


&EWS 


:'un than 
Lrest be- 
mgerous 


what follows: 


he Son of Sam wrote: "Hello 
from the gutters of NYC, which 
are filled with dog manure, 
vomit, stale wine, urine, ant 


note” 

Editor, "H* 
derer of ^ 
at Lake Hernl?] 

4th of July neSfB 
Vallejo..." Soon ^ 
was attacked in , 
were surprised by ' 
pearance of a hoodedh 
ing from the woods. 1'^ 
truder menaced them^ 
and tied them up. He stS 
repeatedly. The man su? 
woman did not. 

"1 like killing peoplelB 
Zodiac, in a decoded note, | 
it is so much fun. It is more 1 
killing wild game in the fd 
cause man is the most da* 
game of ail." 

A cab driver was the nextf 
shot dead. A piece of his shirt | 

’ off and sent along with Zodiafr 
note. He threatened to shoot * 
tires of a school bus and the 
off the kiddies as they come > 
by one." He later threatened] 

I up a school bus, and sent a\i 
' agram of the bomb. J 

He also sent a reporter i 
card that read, "From yi 
pal: T feel it in my bone^ 
to know my name/and/^ 
you in/But then why s| 

BOO! Happy Hallowe^ 

A super-intensive 
to net him. He A 
dressed neatly, wa 
good shot. He kj 
chemistry aj^ 
bombs. He 
military 
movie^ 
lent^ 


The killer who signed his notes 
"Zodiac" stalked California from the 
mid^Sixties to the mid-Seventies, 
and'^ perhaps beyond. The terror 
started just before Christmas, 1968, 
when a teenage couple were shot 
dead, in their car at a lovers lane 
near a reservoir north of San 
Francisco. Police particularly dislike 
lovers lane killings, for they know 
that the killer will surely kill again. 
He did — to an extent undreamed of 
in their worst nightmares. 

Darlene Farrin claimed she knew 
the victims. She was shot dead in a 
car on the Fourth of July, 1969. Her 


Jo the authorities: "Dear 
began. "This is the mur- 
eenagers last Christmas 
n and the girl on the 
the golf course in 
ter, a young couple 
ublic park. They 
he sudden ap- 
figure emerg- 
is sinister in- 
fvith a gun 
bbed them 
yived, the 


male companion was seriously 
wounded, but survived. He identified 
a stocky, heavyset man as the 
shooter. This unknown male had 
been seen with Darlene, who said 
she w’as afraid of him. The first girl 
murdered resembled Darlene — had 
she been killed by mistake? 

The killer sent his first taunting 


Psycho killers strike today 
more than ever, as this recent 
headline about an arrest in 
Rochester, New York illustrates. 


greeting 
ur secret 
you ache 
so I’ll clue 
oil our game! 

manhunt failed 
ad short hair, 
s stocky, strong. A 
ew something about 
d something about 
ed codes. Did he have a 
ackground? He was a 
an, with references to the si- 
ersion to Phaiitom of the Opera 
fid Badhuhis in his letters. The 1932 
RKO film. The Most Dangerous Game, 
first and best version of Richard 
Connell’s classic short story about 
humans hunting humans, exerted a 
powerful effect on Zodiac. He was 
into dark occultism in a big way, too. 

1 have grown rather angry with 
the police for their telling lies about 
me. So I shall change the way of col- 
lecting slaves. I shall no longer an- 
nounce to anyone when 1 commit 
my murders, they shall look like rou- 
tine robberies, killings of anger, and 
a few fake accidents, etc. The police 
shall never catch me, because i have 
been too clever for them..." 

The killings stopped. He was 
never caught — or was he? Had he 
been arrested for some lesser of- 
fense and been sentenced to prison 
or a mental institution? Would that 
explain the sudden stopping? Jack 
the Ripper, too, suddenly ceased his 
slayings and vanished forevermore. 
Was the same true of the Zodiac? 

Author Robert Graysmith worked 
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for a San Francisco newspaper when 
the original letters arrived. Obsessed 
by the case, he devoted years to 
studying it, collecting information, 
serving as a go-between for the vari- 
ous law enforcement agencies work- 
ing on the case. 

In Zodiac, Graysmith identifies 
the man whom he believes to be 
Zodiac. The suspect walks among us, 
a free man, since Zodiac was never 
caught. He may even be reading this 
right now. 

Zodiac: "When 1 die I shall be re- 
born in Paradise, and they I have 
killed will become my slaves..." 

J ohn Wayne Gacy: Killer B 
Clown. "There's nothing funny £ 
about a clown at midnight." — Lon 5 
Chaney, Sr. ^ 

"You wouldn't believe what a ■§, 
clown can get away with."— John 
Wayne Gacy. ® 

Folks in a certain Chicago neigh- o 
borhood all agreed that John Wayne £ 
Gacy was a real ball of fire when it 
came time to getting things done, 
like organizing a parade, for in- 
stance, or a political rally, or a fire- 
house picnic. You should have seen 
him take charge when then-First 
Lady Roslynn Carter visited the ward 
for a political fundraising dinner. He 
sure told those snooty Secret Service 
men where to get off! Mrs. Carter 
was so appreciative of his labors that 
she posed for a picture with him. 
(You saw it last time in TOXIC #4. If 
not, why not?) 

A tireless worker and cam- 
paigner— and, what’s more, a real 
humanitarian. A guy who loves peo- 
ple, especially kids. Whenever he 
had any spare time, he brought joy 
to the hearts of children with his an- 
tics as Ppgo the Clown. 

But if the bemused elders had 
taken a closer look, they would have 
been shocked to discover the dark 
side of the white-faced, red-nosed, 
baggy-panted gent. Pogo the Clown 
dispensed tricks as well as treats. 
When a kid annoyed him for what- 
ever reason, he would punish the 
tyke when no adults were looking, 
inflicting a sharp pinch, pulling hair, 
treading on little feet. 

Such idiosyncracies were nothing 
compared to his secret life at night. 

He cruised the city's vice districts, 
picked up young male prostitutes, 
and sadistically slaughtered them. A 
crawl space underneath the modest 
house in which he lived with his fam- 
ily was filled with the corpses of his 
victims. 

Sometimes in bad weather the 
stench would really rise up. Gacy ex- 
plained that it was a troublesome 
plumbing problem, backed-up pipes. 


The family never suspected a thing, 
or so they claimed. 

Neighborhood residents were 
sometimes startled from their sleep 
by agonized shrieks shattering the 
stillness of the night, but the 
screams were always cut off before 
they could determine where they 
came from. Eventually, he went too 
far and was caught. He killed twenty- 
nine boys, that they know of. Gacy's 
prison paintings have become some- 
thing of a collector's item. (See our 
article on the art of Gacy elsewhere 
in this issue.) 


S on of Sam: The Chubby 

Behemoth. This is the official 
version of the Son of Sam case: In 
New York City in July 1976, two 
young women were attacked by a 
lone gunman in front of one of the 
girls' homes. Donna Lauria was shot 
dead in the seemingly motiveless 
shooting; her companion survived. 
The weapon was a handgun, a 
powerful .44 Bulldog revolver. 

Another .44 caliber killing oc- 
curred, as a Columbia University 
coed was stalked and shot. The next 
victim was attacked while she was 
out on a date. Her boyfriend sur- 
vived the attack. Eyewitness reports 
in some of the shootings varied 
when describing the killer. Was it 
more than one man? 

A four-page hate note left for the 
authorities at another murder site 
began, "I am deeply hurt by your 
calling me a wemon hater. I am not. 
[He wrote the word women as 
wemon — as in demon?] But I am a 
monster. I. am the 'Son of Sam.' 1 am 


a little 'brat.' I love to hunt. Prowling 
the streets for fair game — tasty 
meat. The wemon of Queens are Z 
prettiest of all." 

The last act of horror occurred 
nearly a year after the first. This was 
the shooting of Robert Violante and 
Stacy Moskowitz while they sat in a 
car under a street lamp alongside a 
neighborhood park. Again, reports 
from witnesses were contradictory, 
and indicated that more than one 
man had been present. 

But the killer made a mistake — a 
small slip, but one which would 
prove to be his undoing. He parked 
his car in a prohibited area and was 
routinely ticketed. Later investiga- 
tion revealed that the car had been 
owned by one David Berkowitz, a 
U.S. Post Office employee. Berkowitz 
was apprehended and confessed to 
being the Son of Sam. (A 1985 TV- 
movie called Out of the Darkness was 
made about the capture of 
Berkowitz.) He told a weird story, 
combining demonism and madness, 
of how a neighbor named Sam was 
the devil incarnate, along with his 
demonic dogs, who told Berkowitz 
when and who to kill. Berkowtiz was 
imprisoned in the same ward as 
Mark David Chapman, slayer of 
Beatle John Lennon. 

Son of Sam was pure caviar to the 
media, print and TV, and no one 
covered the story more assiduously 
than the tabloid New York Post. 
Maury Terry, a Post reporter, cov- 
ered the case from its early days. 
Unresolved discrepancies in the offi- 
cial version started him on a ten- 
year investigation into the Son of 
Sam. 
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recently murdered in California as a 
result of machinations involving the 
financing of the film The Cotton 


He tells that story in The Ultimate 
Evil, subtitled, An Investigation into 
a Dangerous Satanic Cult. What fol- 
lows is a bare bones outline of his 
shocking findings. 

Terry argues that the Son of Sam 
was not one lone nut on a murder 
spree, but rather a group of individ- 
uals, members of a powerful and 
dangerous cult based in the wealthy 
suburbs of Westchester and 
Southampton. Behind the occultism 
lay a powerful organization — not the 
Mob-Dealing in drugs, college girl 
prostitution, kiddie porn, depravity 
and murder. The Son of Sam killings 
were ordered by the higher-ups, to 
further their business interests, ex- 
cept for one, which was committed 
for an even more shocking reason. 
This last killing was video-taped by 
accomplices — the ultimate snuff 
film! 

Berkowitz did have a neighbor 
named Sam: Sam Carr, "who had two 
sons, John and Michael. Terry and 
his team of reporters and detectives 
started digging into their back- 
ground. Shortly thereafter, John Carr 
was found dead — his face blown 


Club. 

The above is a sketchy simplifica- 
tion of a mountain of evidence 
which Terry orchestrates into 640 
pages of closely reasoned argument. 
He convinced me. The Ultimate Evil 
might be the most important true 
crime expose of our time. 

During his spree. Son of Sam sent 
the following note to reporter 
Jimmy Breslin: "1 am still here. Like 
a spirit roaming the night. Thirsty, 
hungry, seldom stopping to rest. 1 
am the monster. I am Beelzebub..." 

' I ' he Cauldron Of Blood 
'*• Killings. It was a classic 
scenario straight out of a slasher 
movie, but infinitely more 
terrifying, because it was true. A 
bunch of cleancut American college 
kids hop in the car and head south 
on spring break to blow off some 
steam. They party along with hun- 
dreds of like-minded students in 
Matamoros, a lively Mexican border 
town. While the four buddies are 
bar-hopping, one of them, Mark 
Kilroy, wanders away for a moment. 
The others will never again see him 
alive. 


off— under suspicious circumstances 
which looked more like murder than 
suicide. His brother Michael was 
next to die, in a mysterious auto 
"accident." Other key witnesses 
were murdered. 

Maury Terry identifies member of 
the Carr family and Berkowitz as 
members of a cell of this Satanic 
cult, whose membership of almost 
1,000 is spread across the U.S. He 
names millionaire New York pro- 
ducer Roy Radln as one of the lead- 
ers of the group. Radin himself was 


A pick-up truck is parked nearby. 
Someone inside calls to him. Mark, 
curious, maybe a little drunk, goes to 
see who it is. Suddenly he is chased-, 
grabbed, and thrown in the truck. He 
is taken to a lonely ranch and held 
prisoner for twelve hours. Then his 
captors take him into a stinking shed 
swarming with hordes of flies, a 
slaughterhouse shrine of evil. A 
black iron pot sits on the altar, filled 
with brains and blood. The cauldron 
of evil. The cultists kill him as a sac- 
rifice to their demons and consume 


his heart. 

It was the beginning of their 
downfall. Unlike their many other 
victims, Mark Kilroy was related to a 
powerful official in the U.S. Customs 
Bureau. The investigation for the 
missing youth would not be 
sloughed off as one more unsolved 
runaway case, not this time. U.S. and 
Mexican law enforcement officials 
teamed up to turn the pressure on 
the border underworld. When they 
finally cracked the case, the solution 
was one of the most bizarre in mod- 
ern times. 

Behind the bizarre cult lay Cuban- 
American Adolfo de Jesus 
Constanzo, an expert in Palo 
Mayombe, a demonic offshoot of 
Santaria. Operating in Mexico City, 
Constanzo was like a cross between 
Jim Jones and Charles Manson. He 
gained many rich and famous clients 
in Mexico City's cafe society and 
film crowd. He was much taken with 
the film The Believers, which pits po- 
lice psychiatrist Martin Sheen 
against a cult whose rich and power- 
ful disciples commit ritual child 
murders and cast evil spells. It be- 
came a must-see for his own follow- 
ers. He also initiated his inner circle 
into human sacrifice and ritual can- 
nibalism. 

Sara Aldrete, a college coed, even- 
tually became the high priestess. She 
connected him with members of a 
crime family's drug-dealing ring. He 
was their evil genius, their mad 
Merlin, the black magician sacrific- 
ing innocent victims to insure the 
success of their activities. 

As the dragnet tightened, 
Constanzo must have cursed the 
strange destiny which had made his 
men pick young Kilroy, the one vic- 
tim out of all the potential prospects 
whose death ensured their destruc- 
tion. He killed himself rather than 
be taken alive. 

In a chilling postscript, the Texas 
Rangers later released a map drawn 
by convicted serial killer Henry Lee 
Lucas many months before anybody 
ever heard of Constanzo and the 
Matamoros murders. Lucas (about 
whom Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer 
was made) indicated a location on 
the map, a ranch where child sacri- 
fices were held. It was the site of the 
ranch where Constanzo's cult did 
their killings and kept the cauldron 
of blood. It was only one of many 
such ritual killing sites indicated on 
Lucas' map. 

Unfortunately, there haven't been 
many films made about those guys. 
That's where you aspiring TOXIC 
filmmakers come in. Perhaps some- 
day you'll bring these psychos to the 
big screen. fpii 
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Wynorski adapts Poe s 
The Haunting of Morelia! 


Accused of witchcraft, 
Morelia Locke (Nicole 
Eggert) is crucified by/ 
local townsfolk. 


■ Felt a forlmdefi spirit enkindling 
within me. ..would Morelia place 
her cold hand upon my own. 

Edgar Allan Poe established the 
foreboding tone in his short story 
"Morelia." Now, expanding on this 
four-page piece, director Jim 
Wynorski, screenwriter R.J. Rob-i 
ertson, and producer Roger Corman ■ 
have fashioned a man's "downward 


- 




by DAVID 


ALMQUEST 






As Morelia s lookalike 
daughter Lenora, 
Nicole Eggert is quite 
effective when 
breathing heavily. 






spiral into Hell." 

David McCallum plays Gideon, a 
man who imprisons his daughter 
Lenora (Nicole F-gggert) because of a 
vision. He fears when Lenora 
reaches sexual maturity, she will ful- 
fil! her mother's prophecies of 
witchcraft. 

The film opens as young Morelia 
Locke (also played by Eggert) is 
found guilty of blasphemy and mur- 
der. As she is crucified, nails are 
driven into her hands and her eyes 
are burned out. Morelia vows to pos- 
sess the soul of her baby daughter 
and is then buried in unhallowed 
ground. Among those watching the 
horror are husband Gideon, the babe 
Lenora, and family governess Coel 
Deveroux (Lana Clarkson). 

"It's the first out and out horror 
film I've done," says director 
Wynorski (whose work for Gorman 
includes Chopping Mall, Forhichlen 
W 0 r I il , and the gore spoof 
Transylvania Twist). "I wanted to 
combine the atmosphere of a French 
film and a Hammer horror movie, 
maybe Terence Fisher with Roger 
Vadim." 

As the tale unfolds seventeen 
years later, a disease of the optic 
nerve has left Gideon blind and un-, , 
able to witness Lenora's blossoming.* 
The family and staff live in seclusion * 
in a decaying New England manor. 

"We found locations which had, 
especially at sundown, an H.P. 
Lovecraft look to them. 1 used grada- 
tion lenses for mood, soft lenses to 
give the film the impression of look- 
ing through smoky glass," reveals 
Wynorski. "1 think that adds a period 


One of the many victims of 
Morelia's quest for immortality. 



atmosphere, an old sepia look." 

Lenora returns to her iH’dchamber 
and finds her father's diary. Over- 
taken by the marked passages, she 
learns of her mother's increasing 
fascination with the occult, an inter- 
est that led to her quest for 


Cute bod! We'll give 
her a seven! 
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aide, the demented but passionate 
spirit of Morelia struggles to gain 
control of the young girl’s body. 

“We put a lot of sensuality into a 
very explicit story," Wynorski says 
candidly. “We added some very 
terrifying elements to create a film 
that, hopefully, will arouse and 


Coel attempt to revive 
Morelia with the fresh 
hlood of nubile young 
nymphs. 


shock. If it's done well, there's 
nothing more exciting than seeing a 


orsky strove to avoid any similarities 
between Gorman's earlier version of 
"Morelia" {one of the three vignettes 
in 1962's Talcs of Terror). "We have 
another first, 1 think," says Wyn- 
orsky, "in the double body burning, 
with two people holding each other, 
embracing. It was dangerous. You 
say, 'My God, I wouldn’t do this...,’ 
but the stunt people coat their 




immortality though human sacrifice. 
In this bloody ritual, the faithful are 
promised a gruesome path to Satanic 
eternity. 

The rooms of Locke Hall bespeak 
the demonic potency of the oaths 
Morelia once uttered. At one point, 
Lenora is pulled through the mirror 
of her bedroom to witness sini.ster 
images of Morelia and her victims. 

Unbeknownst to the girl, a deadly 
ritual is occurring nightly in 
Morelia's tomb. In the dank and 
foreboding crypt, Coel Deveroux 
pours out freshly drawn blood, at- 
tempting to revive the body of 
Morelia. This blood is often the life 
essence of young women w'ho found 
forbidden pleasure with Coel before 
their demise. 

Unfortunately, Lenora eventually 
stumbles into the Satanic ritual. 
As her lover Guy Chapman 
(Christopher Halsted) rushes to her 


sensual scene on screen. When I say 
that, I don't mean a pair of forty foot 
breasts; I'm talking about something 
as subtle as a look, a kiss, or water 
on a naked back." 

This frequently erotic approach 
did nothing to damper Wynorski’s 
relationship with producer Corman. 
Their relationship began in 1980, 
when Corman hired Wynorski two 
hours after his advertising man had 
quit. "The next morning, I was on 
the job — editing TV commercials 
and designing a slew of movie ads," 
explains Wynorski. "Roger is a great 
guy. He let me take a lot of risks that 
I wouldn't have been able to do un- 
der a studio system. Roger is very 
liberated in that he allows a director 
to express himself; he gives you 
freedom of choice. I am given free 
reign to create some of my own 
fantasies and that’s what I did.” 

Throughout the production, Wyn- 


bodies with a special liquid over 
their clothing, goggles, and masks." 

In one of the final sequences, a 
storm is raging as Morelia rises from 
her crypt. Lenora, Guy, Coel, and 
Gideon are present, each with a dif- 
ferent hidden reason for their grave- 
yard rendezvous. Only one more 
sacrifice is required to restore 
Morelia's body to a perfect state of 
re-animation, an honor reserved 
for. ..ah, but that would be telling. 
And the director won't spill the 
beans. 

As for what’s next on Wynorski's 
schedule, he has the rights to 
Vanipirelln. One wonders what the 
Madison Avenue prodigy-turned- 
Corman discovery will do for the 
comic strip vamp from outer space. 
It if is anything like The Haunting of 
Morelia, it could, as Poe once wrote, 
burn with "fires it had never known 
before." (Tffj 
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FIRST BOSTON HAD THE FAMOUS TEA PARTY 
NOW FANGO THROWS A PARTY IN BOSTON 
AND LOOK WHO'S GONNA SHOW! 


WHEN PINHEAD, JASON, THE QUEEN OF HORROR, AND THE KING OF 
GORE GET TOGETHER WITH THE STAR OF RE-ANIMATOR , 

EVIL DEAD'S DIRECTOR, KNB FX AND HUNDREDS OF HORROR FANS 
YOU JUST GOHA BE AT THAT PARTY! 


BOSTON JULY 7-8, 1 990 57 park plaza hotel 200 stuart st 



FANGORIA'Sr ^ 

Vlee^ 




IN PERSON GUEST STARS 
TENTATIVE APPEARANCES: 

•TOM SAVINI (KING OF GORE) 

• KANE HODDER (JASON) 

• LINNEA QUIGLEY (HORROR QUEEN) 

• SAM RAIMI (SUPER-DIRECTOR) 

• DOUG BRADLEY (PINHEAD) 

• REP FROM KNB EFX 
JEFFREY COMBS (RE-ANIMATOR STAR) 

• 20 MOVIE PREVIEWS • GIANT HORROR DEALERS ROOM • FRIGHT FILM 
FEST • AUTOGRAPHS AND MINGLING WITH THE STARS • AUCTIONS 


TICKETS FOB THE BOSTON WEEKEND OF HORROHS ARE AVAIUBLE IN ADVANCE FOB $16 PER PERSON PER DAY. SEND FEES TO CREATION/FANGO, 145 JERICHO 
TURNPIKE, MINEOLA, NEW YORK 11501 . CHECKS PAYABLE TO CREATION. ADVANCE TICKETS CAN ALSO BE PURCHASED BY PHONE WITH VISA OR MASTERCARD 
BY CALLING TOLL FREE (600| TV ALIVE 10;30-5PM EST. (THERE B A $2.00 SERVICE CHARGE PER TICKET FOR PHONE ORDERS| A SPECIAL PREFERRED SEAT 
PACKAGE IS AVAILABLE THAT WILL GIVE YOU A RESERVED SEAT IN THE FRONT OF THE BALLROOM, ALL DAY BOTH DAYS WITHOUT ANY WAIT IN UNE. THE 
PREFERRED SEAT PACKAGE IS $52 FOR THE WEEKEND AND AVAILABLE ONLY BY WRITING CREATION AT ADDRESS ABOVE OR BY CALUNG THE TOLL FREE NUMBER 
AS ABOVE. LIMTTED TO APPROXIMATELY 100 SEATS.. FOR SPECIAL LOWER THAN NORMAL HOTEL RESERVATION RATES AT THE 57 PARK PLAZA HOTEL HOTEL 
($05 SINGLES, $05 DOUBLES INaLUDING PARKING) RESERVE THROUGH THE TOLL FREE NUMBER; (600) TV ALIVE lOiOOAAASPM EST. TICKETS AT DOOR: $20 DAILY 

BOTH AVAILABLE NOW IN ONE HOUR VHS FORMAT: 1988 LOS ANGELES WITH ROBERT ENGLUND. CUVE BARKER, ANTHONY 
PERKINS AND TOM SAVINI and 1990 NEW YORK WITH CHRIS LEE, TOM SAVINI, UNNEA QUIGLEY « CUVE BARKER. EACH IS 
$19.95 PLUS $2.00 POSTAGE/HANDUNG PER VIDEO. ORDER FROM CREATION, 145 JERICHO TURNPIKE, MINEOLA, NEW YORK 
11501. MAKE CHECKS PAYABLE TO CREATION. (YOU MAY ALSO ORDER USING TOU FREE NUMBER AS ABOVE.) 





Scanners II offers more of the stuff 
you love! 


This guy's seen better 
days. Then again, with 
those eyes, maybe he 
hasn't. 


The most vividly 
remembered ii^gc 
from jllie ori^ffal is 
reinc4tnaied fdr 
S{ttt$ntr9 It: The \ew 
Order. 


* % s' 


EXPLODING 
HEADS! 

VLSING 
VEINS! 

OVtlNG 
TERIES! 



All photos © Malofilm 
Distribution. Inc. 


The result of a 
heretofore undisclosed 
power of the Scanners? 
Or a deadly aftereffect 
to the mysterious 
F-2 drug? 


by RICHARD EGAN 


A year after The Fly II, 1990 
sees the release of another 
sequel to a David Cronenberg film, a 
sequel that also does not involve the 
participation of the original's direc- 
tor. A continuation of one of Cro- 
nenberg's earlier movies. Scanner;; II: 
The New Order is slated to invade 
theaters in September. Can this 
entry into the growing ranks of 
Roman numeral-ed offerings live up 
to (or exceed) the expectations of 
fans? Or will it be a pale imitation of 
the original, with no life of its own? 
Only audience reactions, critical re- 
sponse, and boxoffice receipts will 
tell. 

The film, which is still without a 
distributor, picks up three years after 
the original. David Hewlett plays 
David Ketchum, the grown son of 
Cameron Vale and Kim Obrist, the 
two Scanners who were the focus of 
the first movie. Not only is David 
unsure of the powers he possesses, 
he is also blind to the fact that his 
biological parents once held the 
most awe-inspiring Scanner abilities 
on the planet. 

As we meet David, he has recently 
moved to the city to begin life on his 
own, with the responsibilities of his 
career and the blossoming of a ro- 


mance to deal with. When David 
tries to adjust to these new pres- 
sures, his powers slowly reveal 
themselves. 

Two men who take an interest in 
David's abilities are Police 
Commander Forrester (Yvan 
Ponton) and the evil Dr. Morse (Tom 
Butler). Together, they have con- 
cocted a twisted plot to create an 
army of Scanners. By exposing the 
Scanners (who have been wrongfully 
arrested by Forrester and kept in a 
private compound) to a new drug, 
Butler creates a race of obedient 
slaves whose very thoughts can kill. 
With this substance, known as F-2, 
Forrester and Morse dream of estab- 
lishing a new society where there is 
no crime, a New Order with the 
deadly duo in charge. 

Realizing that David is the most 
powerful Scanner they've ever seen, 
the fiends manipulate the young 
man into joining their insane quest. 
And if David becomes their pawn, 
Forrester and Morse will come that 
much closer to world domination... 

The production, which wrapped 
its Montreal shoot in January, faced 
troubles that matched the film's 
rocky road to development. After 


plans for a Scanners TV scries were 
scrapped, Malofilm, a small French- 
Canadian production company, put 
together funds to continue the Saga 
as a film sequel. Once shooting 
began, their problems were far from 
over. Filming at night during a 
Canadian winter, the cast and crew 
often found it nearly impossible to 
work, due to temperatures that fell 
to -30 degrees. Even with film that 
broke in the cameras because of the 
cold, the crew persevered and 
eventually moved the production 
indoors (at which time the weather 
promptly became pleasant). 

Under the guidance of first-time 
director Christian Duguay (who 
brought with him his cold-weather 
experience of photographing count- 
less ski films), the shoot was 
eventually completed smoothly. 
Principal leads in the movie include 
Hewlett, who recently appeared in 
Where the Heart Is, and Isabelle 
Mejias (Loverboy, The Bay Boy). 

If a distribution deal is made. 
Scan-fans can once again look for- 
ward to seeing exploding heads, 
pulsing veins, and spouting arteries 
ooze from a 20-foot screen. Boy, will 
their faces be red! fnp. 


TOXIC HORROR 45 


by "UNCLE BOB" MARTIN 


THE 


BOOGER 



This is Neal's story. Neal is a 
young man with a history of se- 
vere headaches, disturbing 
dreams, and occasional 
blackouts accompanied by 
uncontrollable outbursts of 
violent behavior, all due to a 
nasty growth in his head. Neal 
is currently under the care of 
Dr. Gottspawn, who has 
managed to temporarily relieve 
him of his most radical 
symptoms. Last issue. Dr. 
Gottspawn, via hypnosis, was 
helping Neal to remember the 
events leading up to the disap- 
pearance of his mother. 


he stepped so lightly, almost 
floated, back into the dark 
hallway. Instantly, I was wrapped in 
sweat, and sounds. ..the ticking of the 
clock on the wall, the hum of the 
refrigerator, my own breathing, my 
heart. ..some blood dripped from 
the edge of the shower curtain onto 
the kitchen tile, a syrupy pat, 
pat. ..sounds all seeming to 
swell. ..and then the phone.. .1 could 
hear her dialing the phone. My head 
started hurting, and of course Jerry 
was there in my head, talking to me, 
saying, "Oh boy, you're in trouble 
now, Neal, you're in trouble now. 
You better do something, you just 
better..." 

What am I supposed to do? She's 
my mother] 

"You just better do something, this 
isn't gonna look good to the police." 

She's not calling the police. She 
can't! I'm her son! 

"I doubt if she's calling for pizza. 


This kind of thing spoils most peo- 
ple's appetite." 

Well, I’m not moving. I'll just sit 
here and wait for the police. If that's 
what she's doing... 

"Well, if you won't do anything, I 
will." 

My headache got really bad then, 
all of a sudden. And then I couldn't 
remember. 

"The memory is there, Neal. It's 
right there inside you. If you relax. If 
you let it come to you. Just relax." 

I heard Dr. Gottspawn's voice. I 
knew I was there in his office, but at 
the same time 1 was still in the 
kitchen at home, Yvonne's body in 
pieces around me. Mom on the 
phone, Jerry in my head... 

And then something happened.. .it 
was as if Jerry and me had changed 
places, as if / was in his head instead 
of the other way around. I stood up 
without willing it and walked toward 
the dark hallway. I could still hear, 
smell, think, and feel, but the 
thoughts, the sounds, the feelings 
weren't mine. It was like watching a 
movie, a movie that shows you 
everything, not just pictures and 
sounds, but feelings and thoughts, 
too. It's horrible; it fills you with 
utter hate, hate that burns like the 
fires of hell — hell the way it was 
when you were a baby and really 
believed in it, and feared it. And 
another feeling, a gleeful feeling of 
power, a greedy anticipation of 
someone else's pain.. .and you watch 
this movie and there's no way to 
control it. You see her there, your 
mother; her back's to you as she 
hunches over the phone. Jerry steps 
lightly toward her, reaches around 
and grabs with your hand at the 
receiver, pulls it savagely around 
her neck... 


"Stop it!" I've found the voice 
now, but it only sounds inside 
Jerry's head. 

What's your problem, Neal? Jerry 
thinks back at me as he wraps the 
cord once, twice, three times around 
her neck and pulls it tight. 

"You're killing her! You're killing 
my mother!" 

Well, yeah, that's the general idea. 
He kicks her legs out from under 
her. She falls and we fali too, but we 
land on top of her. Her body's a soft 
cushion to our fall, and we feel her 
ribs crack with the impact. 

"You're crazy! You're crazy! 
Stop it!" 

Oh, man, look who's talkin'! He 
takes the phone receiver and inserts 
the hearing end into her mouth. ..it 
doesn't fit at first, but he hammers it 
down, hammers it with his/my fist, 
and he feels so good as he does it, so 
very very good as he pounds it. Teeth 
and blood fly as he drives it in, her 
jawbone cracks, and he pounds it 
again. It's in the back of her throat 
and she's not making any more 
sounds, not even breathing sounds 
anymore, but she's still alive — her 
face turns deep colors, her eyes are 
frozen wide with fear. He then slams 
the receiver one more time and 
there's no more resistance, it goes 
all the way in; her throat bulges with 
the hearing end and the talking end 
holds open her bloody mouth in a 
surprised "O." And she's dead, dead 
for sure. 

I'll let you have your body back in 
a little bit, Jerry thinks at me. But 
first let's make some nice hot soup. 

rom a smoky other-where. 

Dr. Gottspawn's voice in a soft 
command: "sleep." Gentle hands 
guide me back to my room and help 
me into bed. Then more dreams, but 
nothing that I can recall. I rise and 
fall in an unrestful oblivion, aware 
that the drugs Gottspawn gave me to 
pry open my mind are still pulling 
up dirt from deep inside me, and I 
see monsters. 

One of these monsters, something 
slickly wet and made for the dark, 
grabs at me, shakes me. Tm not 
awake, but my eyes open and the 
monster is leaning over me. Words 
bubble from its gash of a mouth. 
"Yo, Neal...yo, wake up..." 

His voice, and the snap of the 
reading lamp by my bed brought me 
to reality. Reddy B stood over me, 
his arms on my shoulders. "C'mon, 
m'raan, look alert. ..we got to talk, 
man... c'mon..." 

It took a painful effort to raise 
myself; it was as if lead flowed 
through my veins instead of blood. 
My arms stung from injections that I 
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didn't recall having. Sleep seemed to 
have its own force of gravity pulling 
at me. 

"C'mon, c'mon..." Reddy B must 
have seen that I was sinking, 
yielding again to sleep, because he 
slapped me three or four times. "You 
got to look at this stuff I found. Stuff 
from Gottspawn's office. I know 
what this place is, man. Wake up!" 
Then he started shoving pills, bitter 
tasting pills, into my mouth. 

It was the foul taste, more than 
anything else, that finally roused 
me. It crossed my mind that 1 was 
being poisoned, and the panic of 
that moment finally shocked me 
awake. I coughed the pills up, spit 
them onto the floor. 

I pushed Reddy B away. "What 
was that? Where'd you get it?" 

"It's speed — amphetamines, from 
Gottspawn's office. You gotta take 
these, man. We gotta get you up and 
outta here." 

"What the hell are you talking 
about? 1 need this place. You need 
this place, too, you're just too sick to 
know it, you pathetic bastard. 
I'm getting an operation tomorrow, 
and it's gonna change my life. I 
don't need you to spoil things for 
me now." 

"You think so?" He took a thick 
folder from the table at bedside and 
slapped it onto my lap. "This is a 
damned stupid time to be readin’ 
but you won't believe me, so 1 guess 
you'd better read." 

I looked through the folder, a 
collection of papers — reports and 
letters, all headed with Gott- 
spawn's name and an organization 
name: "Neuro-Control Research 
Laboratories." I started reading but 
as drugged as I was, I couldn't pene- 
trate the scientific jargon. "I can't 
deal with any of this," I told Reddy B. 
"Not right now." 

"Man, just look." He pointed to a 
report titled "Project Alpha: 
Negative Affirmation, Guilt 
Response, and the Criminal 
Impulse." "Remember when we 
met? When 1 hired you to write 
'Shame' on all the doorways? We 
were doin' 'church work,' right? 
Well, no, m'man — w'e were bein' 
paid to be experimental subjects: 
this report explains how writin' that 
word all day was what they call a 
'negative affirmation,' designed to 
make us feel guilty. I recruited about 
50 different guys for that program, 
made regular reports on how they 
were doin’. That all ended up in this 
report. These guys are screwin' 
aroun' with mind control; all the 
time, they were checkin’ to see if our 
'guilt response' kept us from com- 
mittin' crimes..." 

"Crimes? How would they know 
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what crimes people would commit if 
they write 'shame' all day?" 

"The control group.. .look, says 
here another group was paid to dig 
through trash bins and collect plastic 
items— -bags, bottles, wrappers, any- 
thing. They call that the control 
group. They told these guys it was a 
recycling project, but it really all 
went right back into the trash. At the 
end of the report, it says that they 
found 31% more crime in the group 
that worked the trash than in our 
group — the 'shame' group. And both 
groups were people from the 
streets — homeless people, addicted, 
desperate. What they call 'the 
underclass.' These guys are into 
mind control in a big way, and 
they're gettin' major money from 
the government for it, too." 

" None of that changes anything. 
I've got trouble.s — deep troubles — 
and they're helping me. They're the 
only people who can help me." 

"Man.. .man..." Reddy B ran a 
hand through the matted tangle of 
his hair. "Look, there's a sheet here 
on everybody I recruited. A sheet 
that says who their mother was, who 
their daddy was, everything — educa- 
tions, criminal record, credit rating, 
alia that stuff. But one thing's 
missing here, man. There's no sheet 
on you. From where I sit, that says 
you're special. That says they got 
some kinda plan for you." 

"You bet your ass I’m special, 
man. 1 got a goddam tumor in my 
head! You don't think that's special?" 

“Special. Yeah." Reddy B stood up 
and paced where he could in the tiny 
room. "Man, lemme show you what 
special is to these people." He ruffled 
through the papers in the folder, 
searching until he found a sheaf 
of papers held by a single silver 
staple in an upper corner. He began 
to read: 

"Arthur Smallwood. Born: 
12/6/64. City of birth: Racine, 
Wisconsin. Race: Caucasian. 

"Subject Smallwood, habituated 
to petty crime (record shows nu- 
merous arrests for shoplifting, 
assault, and vandalism), was 
frequently subject to outbursts of 
anti-black, racist violence. Upon his 
third felony conviction, he was 
remanded to the NCRL on a 
voluntary basis. Initial testing 
showed subject to be alienated from 
all ethnic groups, completely lacking 
in domestic and emotional ties, and 
highly susceptible to hypnotic 
suggestion. This combination of 
factors makes him an ideally suited 
candidate for trials in the theory of 
negative identification..." 

He scanned the rest of the page, 
flipped it back, and proceeded to 
read aloud from the second page. 


"By the tenth session, subject had 
begun to identify himself as 'Reddy 
B' a.k.a. 'Kwame,' of African and 
mixed descent; it will be noted that 
this deviates slightly from the 
embedded subliminals outlined in 
the supplement to this report. This 
indicates that the process of psycho- 
synthesis is not totally passive: that, 
at least in some cases, the subject is 
a participant in the revision of his 
own history, possibly as a function 
of the metaconscious self. 

"Smallwood's criminal bent con- 
tinues to manifest itself in the 
rhetoric of revolution. The subject 
has shown extreme responsiveness 
and malleability, totally accepting 
an ersatz personal history, with a 
profound effect on his perceived 
identity. He has served very well as a 
fully functional recruiter of addi- 
tional subjects for exploration in 
Project Alpha..." In silence, he con- 
tinued scanning the pages. 1 could 
see his facial muscles spasm, as if the 
words were wrestling with 
something inside him. 

He resumed; "While the case of 
Smallwood/Reddy B clearly demon- 
strates the validity of the basic the- 
ory of negative identification and 
derived pacification techniques, the 
insurrectionist tendencies brought 
out by treatment suggest that the 
subject cannot be divested of certain 
anarchistic drives. 

"Recommendation: Termination, 
upon the completion of Project 
Alpha." 

He placed the, papers, gently, on 
the top of the stack before him. 
"That’s my report," he said. "Now 
how different do you think yours is 
gonna be?" 

"I don't know, dammit!" My eyes 
filled and I turned away from him. 
"But there's something you don’t 
know. It’s what Gottspawn showed 
me, about myself. It wasn't me 
that did it, though. This thing inside 
my head killed my mother. And I 
loved her." 

I don't know what the word 
"mother" meant to Reddy B. But 
maybe a man whose memories are 
lies is best suited to understand 
someone whose every memory is 
stained in blood. The two of us were 
posed, frozen in a lucid stillness that 
was broken by a sound from the 
hallway. ..a sound like popcorn or 
firecrackers... 

"What's that?" 

Reddy B smiled. "Sounds like an 
anomalous fantasy. The revolution 
has arrived." 

The sounds grew louder, and I 
recognized them now, from the TV 
news. Automatic weapons. A small 
army had invaded the building. 

NEXT ISSUE: THE CONCLUSION! 
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ILSA, 



OVAMMtWORNS 


RDLY 
KNt(W 


The silver screen's mo^t 
sadistic siren! 


I lsa is the most sadistic character 
in the history of motion pic- 
tures. Over the course of four 
movies, all made during the 70s, Ilsa 
violated more human rights than 
any other babe. She's always played 
by Dyanne Thorne and she is deli- 
ciously evil. Luckily for us, all four of 
these shocking films are now avail- 
able on video through American 
Video (15700 Dickens Street, Encino 
CA 91436). 

The first film, Ilsa — She Wolf of the 
SS (directed by Don Edmonds from 
Jonah Royston's seriously depraved 
script) shows our beastly, blonde, 
buxom bombshell as the comman- 
dant of Camp 9, a German concen- 
tration camp in 1945. She shows a 
lot of cleavage when she's clothed 
and is always wearing a swastika 
somewhere on her body. In the 
opening sequence Ilsa castrates a 
bound prisoner because he could not 
satisfy her. That’s pretty mean. Ilsa 
spends most of her time with the 
women prisoners, some of whom 
she keeps for "medical research." 
'I'he pretty ones get shaved high and 
low while the ugly ones are injected 
with a wide variety of insidious dis- 
eases and left to die in agony. The 
pretty ones are sterilized and trained 
for the brothels where horrible, and 


usually lethal, gang rapes take place. 
The female guards use whips for 
alarm clocks. There are floggings in 
lisa's "special room," w'here the walls 
are blood-splattered. Flogging vic- 
tims (usually man-woman combos 
who've been caught fooling around) 
are hung upside down out in the 
open to set an example for the 
others. Even the victims' innards are 
tortured, using electrified probes. 
Naked women are dipped into boil- 
ing water, then given the bends in 
rooms that change atmospheric 
pressure. Wounds are opened in 
healthy flesh and then infected with 
gangrene pus or contaminated mag- 
gots. At a banquet, while Ilsa enter- 
tains a fetishistic Nazi general (he 
likes to sing in the rain), a naked 
female prisoner is standing atop a 
block of ice with a noose around her 
neck. As the ice melts, she chokes to 
death. Fhe lone American prisoner is 
a real stud. He avoids castration by 
displaying unnatural body control, 
maintaining an even strain under 
stress so well that he turns Ilsa into 
his slave. He convinces her to let 
him tie her to her bed, promising an 
adventure in sensory overload. 
When she is bound, then gagged, the 
prison escape begins. A guard gets 
his throat slit. Joe Blasco's FX here 


are so good you can practically smell 
the blood. 

In Ilsa — Harem Keeper of the Oil 
Sheikii^ the most beautiful women in 
, the world are' being kidnapped and 
btought to Sheik El Sharif (Victor 
Alexander). Before they can be pre- 
sented to the master, however, they 
must'be trained in obedience. That's 
where lisa comes in. When a soldier 
is caught with one of the harem girls 
he is forced to fight in hand to hand 
combat with lisa's two female 
guards. Velvet and Satin (Marilyn 
Joy and Tanya Boyd). They are black- 
skinned, bare-breasted and well- 
oiltd. They*^also know’ karate and 
te^t the living shit out of the guard, 
juidl stoppi^ until he vaguely re- 
sembles a pTzza. They then use their 
bare hands to prepare him for the 
eunich squad. Ouch! When one girl 
tries to 'escape she is caught and cut 
into many, many pieces, which are' 
dumped out of a burlap sack onto 
the floor so the other girls can see. 
The Sheik decides to sell off a few of 
his slaves at an auction. Since one 
potential buyer likes his women 
hefty, there are several super-gross 
scenes of babes being force-fed 
creamed corn. When it is deter- 
mined that one girl is still too thin, 
she has her buttocks injected with 
silicone, which apparently hurts like 
hell. The girls who are a little worse 
for wear and tear are given cosmetic 
treatment. Clay is used to hide an 
ear the Sheik bit off. Paint is used to 
cover venereal sores, etc. At the auc- 
tion we find out that the other oil 
sheiks routinely abuse their harem 
girls, too. One master has his pur- 
chase's teeth pulled because he 
doesn't like "the scrape of teeth." 
Another immediately tortures his 
purchase with vise clamps on the 
breasts and 10,000 red ants. At one 
point, Ilsa disobeys the Sheik and she 
must be punished too. She is bound 
and forced to receive pleasure from 
a leprous hunchback. After that, Ilsa 
leads a revolt against the Sheik. 
Once El Sharif is captured and 
bound, Ilsa tells him that he can 
have one last taste of love. The Sheik 
doesn't know that his last love has 
been boobytrapped with an explo- 
sive diaphragm. BOOM! 

The weak link in the chain is 
Ilsa — Tigress of Siberia, directed by 
Jean Lafleur. Here's a bad idea. Take 
steamy Ilsa and put her someplace 
where it's so cold that everybody has 
to wear a lot of clothes. As the film 
starts it is 1953 and we are in Gulag 
14, where prisoners who try to 
escape are fed to the tiger, Sasha. A 
man w'ho is too sick with fever to 
work is dunked repeatedly through a 
hole in the ice to cool him off. Ilsa 
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Harein Keeper 
of Shelly 


dunks him one too many times and 
he's dead. The grossest special effect 
in the movie comes when two 
guards get in a figlit. 'I heir dispute is 
settled by an arm-wrestling match 
over chainsaws. Loser loses his hand! 
Then Stalin dies, the Gulag is 
burned, Ilsa escapes and the next 
thing you know you're in present- 
day (1977) Montreal, lisa is now a 
cruel madam who punishes her girls 
when they don't treat the customers 
right. She now uses sophisticated 
brainw'ashing and behavior modifi- 
cation techniques which aren't 
nearly as messy or as tun as the old 
ones. I'his film is tame compared to 
the others. Even lisa's love life is 
subdued. Sure, she likes to pretend 
she's the creamy middle of an Oreo 
cookie every now and again, but 
that’s about it. 

lisa the Wkki'ii Warden is a Jess 
Franco picture that was originally ti- 
lled Wanda the Wicked Warden. Here 
Ms. I'horne is a redhead, but 
the rules stay the same. This time 
she is tire head doctor at a "medical 
clinic" in the jungles of South 
America. I’hey claim to cure "sexual 
deviance" in women — sicknesses 
like "lesbianism, nymphomania and 
prostitution." At least the world 
outside thinks it is a hospital. It is 
actually a house of torture for 
political prisoners, lisa uses her 
sewing kit to turn one prisoner's 
bosom into a pin cushion. The 
inmates are weirder than weird. 
One, for example, is a transsexual 
who, after her operation, castrated 
her husband when she learned he 
was gay. Our heroine (Lina Romay) 
has infiltrated the facility to find out 
what happened to her sister. No 
"patient" has ever come out of the 
hospital alive — which you'd think 
would arouse suspicions somewhere. 
When our heroine gets caughl in a 
catfighl in the showers she is 
punished internally with heat and 
then given shock treatment until she 
foams at the mouth. After she gets 
out of solitary her punishment 
continues. The most ma^n^jt*ible 
moment in the film is the t* 
scene of mind-boggling scatologic; 
degradation! She finally finds her 
sister, still alive but with her face 
horribly scarred, in the dungeon. 
When the inevitable prison break 
comes, ilsa is eaten by her prisoners, 
riie graphic cannibalism is crosscut 
with stock footage of a lion and a 
leopard eating their prey. 

Friends, if you've ever wanted to 
hurt someone, really mess 'em up 
bad, slowly so that the agony is 
prolonged and severe, don't do it! 
Rent an lisa picture instead. She'll do 
it for you. (ZED — 
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The Tree of Knowledge- 
The entire SubGenius 
cosmology in easy-tn- 
digest semiotic form. 


ROBERT MARTIN 


The last outpost of 
mind- expansion! 


I he Psychedelic Solution, 
located on Eighth Street in 
Manhattan, stands with one 
foot in commerce, the other in 
culture. Primarily functioning as a 
poster shop (serving Deadheads, 


psychedelic nostalgics and acid 
revivalists), its back room (smaller 
than most suburban living rooms, 
yet larger than my apartment) 
frequently serves as a gallery, 
displaying works by artists sharing 


the Solution's commercial/cultural 
split. Works by Robert Crumb, Rick 
Griffin, Robert Williams and DEVO's 
Mark Mothersbaugh have graced 
these walls — as well as a show of 
blotter acid art. (“Well, son, back in 
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IMAGINE, INC. 

PRESENTS 

FIVE BRAND NEW HORROR VIDEOS 

(All at Amazingly Affordable Prices) 

only $14.95 each 

Each video is approximately 40 minutes in length and was produced by horror master John Russo. 



MONSTER MAKE UP by Dick Smith 
Let Dick Smith, the creator of the magical special effects for 
ALTERED STATES, THE EXORCIST, THE HUNGER and AMADEUS, 
show you how it’s done. You’ll never have to worry about searching 
for a Hailoween costume. Using easily available materials, you can 
transform yourself into any kind of creature that you wish to 
become. 


Amaze and frighten your friends! Win prizes at parties! Learn 
professionai secrets that might start you on your way to a movie 
career! 


HORROR EFFECTS by Tom Savini 

Hosted by fright^master Tom Savini, creator of the gut-wrenching 
special effects in DAWN OF THE DEAD, CREEPSHOW, and FRIDAY 
THE 13TH! 


Tom Savini not only makes dreams real— he brings nightmares to 
life. His effects range from walking corpses to exploding zombies. 
He has also created some wonderful monsters, like CREEPSHOW’S 
“FLUFFY” and FRIDAY THE 13TH’s ‘‘Jason.’’ 

In this video he gives you step-by-step demonstrations of how 
some of his most shattering effects are achieved. If you are a film 
fan or a budding effects artist, you will gain a firsthand look at how 
cinematic iilusions are created. 

SCREEN SCARIES 

You’ll see your favorite terror-filled moments from Deadtime 
Stories, Night Of The Living Dead, 8lood-0-Rama Shock Festival, 
and a living dead extravaganza in Revenge Of The Living Dead, 
Curse Of The Living Dead and Fangs Of The Living Dead! A non- 
stop compilation of explosive excitement! Exclusive on-camera 
Interviews with Linnea Quigley, star of Return Of The Living Dead 
and seen in Playboy July, 1989, Tom Savini, king of splatter make- 
up effects, including Texas Chainsaw II! George A. Romero, famed 
director of Creepshow and Dawn Of The Dead! Narrated by James 
Karen, star of Poltergeist! Plus other surprise guests! 


AND STILL AVAILABLE 
• DRIVE-IN MADNESS 
NOW ONLY $19.95 

STARLOG PRESS 

475 PARK AVENUE SOUTH 

NEW YORK, NY 10016 


POSTAGE CHART 

1-2 ITEMS $2.50 

3-4 ITEMS $5.00 

5-H ITEMS $6.50 

Please rush me 

copies of SCREEN SCARIES @ $14.95 ea. 

copies of MONSTER MAKE-UP @ $14.95 ea. 

copies of HORROR EFFECTS @ $14.95 ea. 


ViSA 


WITCHES, VAMPIRES & ZOMBIES by John Russo 
This video will send shivers up your spine as you meet witches, 
vampires and zombies and all sorts of weird creatures that go bump 
in the night! Learn how the scary things you see in the movies 
actually relate to real life! Explore the mystical origins of witchcraft, 
voodoo and black magic! See magical spells demonstrated before 
your very eyes— spells for bringing a loved one under your power, 
cursing an enemy, or conjuring a demon! 

Can Supernatural power really be harnessed? Let John Russo take 
you on a trip that will help you make up your mind. 


copies of HORROR ROCK (^ $14.95 ea. 

copies of WITCHES {§> $14.95 ea. 

copies of DRIVE-IN MADNESS @ $19.95 ea. 

I have enclosed my check or money order 

for $ which includes postage and handling 

(see chart) 

I would prefer to charge my order to my 
□ MASTERCARD □ VISA 


HORROR ROCK 

The best scenes from your favorite horror movies, set to the wicked 
rock music from some of the hottest rock groups around. 

• HURRICANE (“Over The Edge”) Enigma Records 

• WRATH (“Children of the Wicked”) Medusa Records 

• THE DICKIES (“Booby Trap”) Enigma Records 

• THE PANDORAS (“Run Down Love Battery”) Restless Records 

• ELVIS HITLER (“Hot Rod To Hell”) Restless Records 

• THE DEL-LORDS (“Judas Kiss”) Enigma Records 


Account #. 
Exp. Date . 

Signature. 

Name 

Address 


Mail your check or money order today! 
Please allow 4 to 6 weeks for delivery 


I City State Zip. 

I 
I 

I. 


Please Print 





those days your mother and I used to 
lick a picture of Mickey Mouse in a 
sorcerer's outfit and, uh, trip 
ou/... chromosomes be damned, at 
least we weren't takin’ no thal-ee- 
do-mide — now you just stop shakhi' 
your flippers at me!") 

It was in this last outpost of mind- 
expansion that I met the Reverend 
Ivan Stang (a.k.a. Doug Smith) and 
his companion Paul Mavrides (a.k.a. 
LIES, a.k.a. Palmer Vreedees) for the 
grand opening of the Solution's 
show entitled "BEHOLD! The Sacred 
Art of the SubGenius." Stang and 
LIES are among that handful of men 
standing at the very pinnacle of the 


earthly manifestation called the 
Church of the SubGenius. Present in 
spirit, though not in fact, was the 
Great Pipe-Wielder hisself, J.R. "Bob" 
Dobbs, rumored to be dead, missing 
or playing golf, possibly all three. 

My mission was to press upon 
both gentlemen copies of my book 
Rrain Dama^^e...a SubG endorsement 
on the paperback edition, I figured. 


would open things up for campus 
bookstore sales. But it is not for 
nothing that "Bob" is known as "The 
Greatest Salesman On Earth." 
Though I did manage to palm off my 
own books on the SubG kingpins, I 
left the show loaded down with 
SubGenius products that I'd 
promised to tout in the pages of 
TOXIC. 

But before I tell you about these 
miracle products, we first must ask: 
"Just what is the Church of the 
SubGenius?'' 

The answer to that question 
is covered by the very products 
that I am here to promote, my 
friends. ..and though the answer fills 
three books and an 80-minute video- 
tape, it's still only the tip of the iceberg. 
But I shall nevertheless try to convey 
a partial answer. 

Humankind, the Church tells us, 
is in the grip of conspiratorial forces. 
Always was, always will be. No 
escape. Incomprehensible Elder Gods 
set it all up, 'way back before the 
ouroboros (a worm that devours 
itself) discovered its tail. And by the 
time that time began, there was all- 
out cosmic war among the Rebel 
Gods, mostly a crew of alien cosmic 
monsters. Most of the these charac- 
ters, whom you might imagine as 
gargantuan beer-bellied bikers 
whose hawgs are several light-years 
across, don't really give two spits 
about puny humanity. Nevertheless, 
we are their pawns in a never-ceas- 
ing biker battle, occurring on a 
cosmic scale. The very existence of 
Earth, and the destiny of humanity, 
are merely by-products of the violent 
contest among these irresistible 
influences. 

But we do have one ally in the 
cosmic wars, a space-god with the 
license plate number JHVH-l, hence 
the name Jehovah. Many's the time 
that Jehovah's will has manifested 
on the Earthplane, including the ap- 
pearance of the one that the SubG's 
call Fightin' Jesus. But to learn JHVH- 
I’s message to modern man, we 
must turn to "Bob." 

Accounts of the life of J.R. "Bob" 
Dobbs conflict in detail (a strategy 
used to shield "Bob" from anti-"Bob" 
forces), but we know that he was 
born somewhere in the Midwest, 
sometime before World War II. 
When three years old, he experi- 
enced a "close encounter" with a 
UFO — possibly bearing a JHVH-l 
plate — and thereafter displayed 
unusual, almost supernatural, pow- 
ers of persuasion. By the time he was 
six, he had made his first million. As 
an adult, he supplemented his career 
as "The World's Greatest Salesman" 
with stints as a much-in-demand 
male model and as a bit player in Z- 
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Original Motion Picture Soundtrock 

HELLDOUND HELLRAISER II 

Christopher Young's score matches the film's "celebration 
of horror." A sweeping work with o truly Gothic texture, 
thot heightens the film's obsessive ond chootic elements. 
Avoiloble on CD at S •16.95. LP or Cassette at 59.98 + 
postage 

NEW! BLOODY BEST #8 

Featuring never-before-published intenriews with Wes 
Craven, Anthony Perkins, Don (DARK SHADOWS) Curtis, 
Druce Compbell and John Corrodlne! Plus on oil-new 
FRIDAY THE lOTH photo gallery! Collector's edition. Not for 
the squeamish! Only 54.95 plus postage. 

THE BLOODY BEST OF FANGORIA 

See the gory post rise up from the grove! The best articles, 
photos ond features are resurrected in these four-blood- 
drenched volume^ Vols. I and II each 54.00 plus postage. 
Vols. Ill ond IV eoch 53.25 plus postoge. Vols. V ond VI 
(which contoin several all-new unpublished features) each 
53.50 plus postoge. 


FANGORIA POSTER MAGAZINE 

1 0 nerve-numblng 1 6" X 22 " posters to 
decorate your wolls! 

Vol. 2 

NIGHTMARE ON ELM 3 
FRIDAY THE 13th 6 
DAWN OF THE DEAD 
ALIENS 
EVIL DEAD II 
RAWHEAD REX 
LOST OOYS 
HELLRAISER 
FROM BEYOND 
VIDEODROME 


HORROR VIDEO 

YOUR GUIDE TO THE 
SCARIEST HORROR 
FILMS OF ALL TIMEI 
DONT RENT BLIND! Before 
you plunk down your hard- 
earned cosh for another 
video, preview your 
purchase or rental by 
looking it up in HORROR 
VIDEO. Dozens of 
gruesome color photos! 
Plots, reviews! Hundreds of 
movies! The best and the 
bloodiest! PLUS: A Video 
Address Directoty-How to 
get hord-to-find topes! 

Only 54.95 plus postage. 


CINEMAGIC 
HORROR FX 

The makeup school in 
o moQOzine 
FANGOhIA presents on en- 
tire special magazine 
devoted to HORROR 
MAKEUP FX, with articles by 
Dick Smith, Kevin Yogher 
ond Mork Shostrom, the 
men who designed the FX 
for the NIGHTMARE series. 
PHANTASM II and others. 
PLUS: How to moke your 
own Halloween masks! 
Only Only 54.95 + 
postage! 


STEPHEN KING AT THE MOVIES 

A superbly compiled volume detoiling all the film ond TV 
odoptotions of works by Stephen Kng, master of the 
mocobre. 

Plus: New Kng, Hooper. Romero, Corpenter, Cronenberg 
interviews, photos ond more! 59.95 plus postage. 


FREDDY 

The Official Mogozine 
of 

A NIGHTMARE ON 
ELM STREET 5: 

THE DREAM CHILD 

The stoiy in pictures! Every 
scene! Horror FX exploined! 
The entire NIGHTMARE 
Saga! Robert Englund inter- 
view: "My Life os Freddy!" 
Plus 4 GIANT Freddy 
Pinup^ Only 53.95 -f 
postage! 


FREDDY MASK, 
HAT AND GLOVE 

You'll Step into everyone's 
favorite nightmare wearing 
Freddy Krueger’s mask, hot 
ond glove! This outrageous 
full-heod mosk from Don 
Post Studios is mode of 
sofe, well-constructed 
lotex. The durable hot is 
separate, but comes with 
the mosk. The glove is sold 
separately. 


THE GORE STORE ORDER FORM 


Vol. 0 

NIGHTMARE ON EU^ 4 
FRIDAY THE 13th 7 
HELLRAISER II 
TOM SAVIN I 
FRIGHT NIGHT 2 
PHANTASM II 
LINNEA QUIGLEY 
PREDATOR 
THE SHINING 
THE BLOB 

Vol. 4 

ALIEN 

BEETLEJUICE 

FREDDY'S NIGHTMARES 

MONSTERS 

ELVIRA 

FLY II 

LEVIATHAN 
PET SEMATARY 
HORROR SHOW 
RETURN OF SWAMP THING 






STARLOG PRESS 

475 Pork Avenue South 
New York. NY 10016 


Pleose send me the following: 

HORROR VIDEO 

S4.95 -I- S2-05 postoge 
(Foreign: 54.10) 

FREDDY MASK & HAT 

$37.99 + $3.50 postage 
(Foreign; $10.00) 

FREDDY GLOVE 

$19.00 + $3.50 postoge 
(Foreign; $5.00) 

FREDDY 

$3.95 -I- $1.55 postage 
BLOODY BEST OF FANGORIA 

Vol. 1 

$4.00 + $1.55 postoge 

Vol. 2 

$4.00 -I- $1.55 postage 

Vol. 3 

$3.25 -I- $1.55 postoge 

Vol. 4 

$3.25 + $1.55 postoge 

Vol. 5 

$3.50 + $1.55 postoge 

Vol. 6 

$3.50 + 51.55 postage 

Vol. 7 

$3.95 + $1.55 postoge 


Send cosh, check or 
money order poyoble 
to Storlog Press. 

_ Vol. 6 

$4.95 + $1.55 postoge 
.STEPHEN KING AT THE 
MOVIES 

$9.95 + $2.00 postoge 
(Foreign: $3.00) 

_ HELLOOUND 
CD $16.95 -F 


Postage: in USA, $2,- In 
CANADA. $3; FOREIGN, 
S5 

CHNEMAGIC HORROR EX 

S4-95 -I- $1.55 postage 
FANGORIA ROSIER MAGAZINES 

Vol- 2 

S3-50 + $1.55 postage 

Vol. 3 

$3.50 -I- $1.55 postage 

Vol. 4 

$0.95 -I- SI. 55 postage 

Vol. 5 

$3.95 + $1.55 postage 


Vol. 5 

NIGHTMARE 5 
FRIDAY THE 13TH 8 
PHANTOM OF THE OPERA 
THEY LIVE 
HALLOWEEN 5 
SHOCKER 

FRIDAY THE 13TH TV 
THE HOWLING 
I, MADMAN 
TEXAS CHAINSAW 3 
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grade horror movies. 

But all of that, as impressive as it 
may be, is mere glamor when con- 
trasted to his True Calling, made 
manifest one evening (either in T'^SB 
or 1941) when, toying with an exper- 
imental television set of his own de- 
sign, "Bob” was blasted by a direct 
transmission from JHVH-1. The text 
of this, the first of many transmis- 
sions, is reprinted in The Book of 
the SubGenius as Chapter 13: The 
PreScriptures. In its gist, The 
PreScriptures outline the events of 
the coming EndTimes, foretelling 
the end of life-as-we-know-it on July 
5, 1998, with the arrival on Earth of 
the alien Xists and their plant-like 
Supercomputer, and the com- 
mencement of Hell on Earth — a 
world without Slack. Horrible jobs 
for everyone. 

And here is the crux of the mat- 
ter, the essence of the SubGenius 
Worldview — the concept of Slack, 
which is also used by the SubGenii as 
a sort of "loss leader," a draw for the 
undisciplined. JHVH-1 wants, nay, 
needs SubG orgones if he is to win 
the cosmic biker battle. And the 
SubGenius can only generate or- 
gones of the quantity and quality re- 
quired if he has SlacL Hence the bat- 
tle-cry of the SubG legions: "Quit 
your job! Slack off!" 


P erceived from the outside, The 
Church of the SubGenius is 
neither more nor less than a joke. 
But it's a joke that becomes serious 
as you play along; before you know 


the joke, and the 
mirror reverses itself — the funniest 
joke becomes the grimmest truth. 
Continue to play along, and you may 
find yourself in the position of the 
True SubGenius, a man who lives 
both inside and outside of the joke, a 
feat only possible by intense 
bicameral coordination. Oh, you can 
read about split-brain function 'til 
the cows come home, but it really 
won't do you any good, not without 
the sales know-how of "Bob" hisself. 

And that's the problem with WTit- 
ing "reviews" of SubG material. If 
you stand outside of "the joke," you 
don’t get it. But if you're inside "the 
joke," where's your objectivity? So, 
rather than review these materials, I. 
will simply recommend them to 
your attention. 


The Book of the SubGenius 

(Simon & Schuster, $9.95) Presenting 
the Full Story of "Bob" and his 
Received Knowledge. You may al- 
ready be a SubGenius; learn here 
how to Answer the Call of your Yeti 
Blood and Realize your Full 
Potential. How- to recognize Pinks, 
Bobbies and other Conspiracy dupes. 
Everything you need to start your 
own "Clench," or Official SubG 
Franchise. Open your Third Nostril 
and be Truly Present for the Big Fifth 
of July Blow-Out in Dobbstown, 
1998. (Note that SubG publisher S&S 
also has two titles by Richard M. 
Nixon in print, Giobal Challenge and 
Victory Without War.) 


High Weirdness By Mail (Simon 
& Schuster, S9.95) Subtitled "A 
Directory of the Fringe: Mad 


Prophets, Crackpots, Kooks & True ■ 
Visionaries," it is just that. .'\lso 
toadsuckers, audio experimentalists, 
hate groups, love groups, sex war- 
riors and scammers. In other words, 
a whole world of people who want : 
your cooperation, many of whom 
are willing to send you scads of 
bizarre literature — absolutely free! — 
in order to persuade you to part with 
your cash, your time, or your soul. A 
fascinating and useful book even for 
the non-SubGenii ("normals") 
among us. ’ 

Three-Fisted Tales of Bob 

(Simon & Schuster, $10.95) Pre-SubG , 
ranters William S. Burroughs and 
Robert Anton Wilson headline this 
collection of fantasy, prophecy and 
experimental fiction designed to 
artfully wed the "Real World" to 
basic SubG tenets. The final story, in 
particular, unveils the Conspiracy 
in its most grimly destructive mode, 
all in a fun-to-read action-packed j 
format. Reverend Ivan Stang's owm 
contribution ("The Third Fist") is 
notable as further expression of 
the desire to see the movement \ 
shake off at least some of its j 
current white male fratboy \ 
("Bobbie") manifestations. This is i 
not recommended as an introduc- ] 
tion; many of these tales will be lost ^ 
on you if you haven’t at least recog- : 
nized your latent SubG potential. 1 
But even the uninitiated may find : 
the metaphysical acrobatics that cap 
Michael Peppe's "The Real Story" a 
refreshing mental enema, by itself 
worth the price of admission. 

Arise! The SubGenius Video (The 
SubGenius Foundation, PO Box 
140306, Dallas, T.X 75214, $39.95) 
This is the real brain-peeler, a nar- 
rated video-collage that provides full 
indoctrination in just 80 minutes, 
almost essential for starting your 
own "clench," since so few people 
read nowadays. Features a vibrant 
stereo soundtrack to enhance the 
"Bob"-trance (beg, borrow or steal a 
stereo video deck for the proper ef- 
fect), and a special embedded video 
signal with the potential to geneti- 
cally alter the viewer. You will see 
the vulgar and gross — yet exquisitely 
moving — rites of the SubGenius 
species enacted before your very 
eyes, learn the secrets of the blas- 
phemous Conspiracy, and hear 
Music Videos from Dimension Zero, 
lo further quote the box copy, you 
will see "legendary perversions — 
and ageless wisdom — STRIPPED 
BARE before your startled eyes and 
blistered brain! It Will Make You 
SICK — But Nut just From Laughing!" 

Praise Bob! Slack Off! (T70_ 


56 TOXIC HORROR 



rgfftiHiaB 


. .(SteWr^S:^ 




IWSlMgp 

TWAT^rt 

PtTTSeURCH 

flEBIB IFS ptHUWBI 


Deep Red Horror 
Handbook 

The bible for horror 
film fans. 328 
pages of articles, 
essays, stills and 
reviews. Edited by 
Chas, Baiun. You’ll 


The only complete 
history of the films 
of George Romero. 
Includes color stills. 
Buy it before it finds 


Attractive collection 
of illustrated horror/ 
fantasy stories. 
Limited number of 
this premiere issue 
remain— get one 


ADDRESS 


PHONE 1 ) 

Please add S5 shipping to total otder. Absolutely no Canadian or foreign orders accepted. 
Allow 6 to 8 weeks for delivery. 


Rip out this coupon NOW and send to: 

STARLOG PRESS475 Park Ave. South, NY, NY 10016 

Gore Shriek Delectus 8.95 

Shriek 1 4.95 

Two Thousand Mahiacs Novel 9.95 

I Blood Feast Novel 9.95 

Deep Red Horror Hahdbook 17.95 

Zombies That Ate Pittsburgh 14.95 

Nightmares on Elm Street: Parts 4 S 5 3.95 

Midnight Marquee 37 14.95 

Dawn of the Dead Novel 8.95 

Splatter Movie Guide 10.95 

I want an instant library! Send me all 10 books for 

the shocking low price of $95.00. 

NAME 


! Two Thousand 
b Maniacs 

^ New second edi- 
n tionoftherare 
1 Herschell Gordon 
j Lewis novel. 

! Includes color 
stills and a new 
Introduction. Grab 
IS one now! 


Zombies That Ate 








COMFORT- 
ABLE. SIR?; 


THY KINGDOME COME 
.THY WILL BE DONE... 


RIGHT 

THIS 

WAY, 

SIRI 


•AND THEN ... I DO IT. 


’TOON 

VOGER 

S55S 


... ON EARTH. AS 
IT IS IN HEAVEN. 


■■DON'T LET ANYONE TELL YOU IT’S 
A 'HUMANE’ FORM OF EXECUTION." 
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-lUJER: THE KILLER. CONVICTED AND 
SENTENCED. HIS MINUTES ARE NUMBERED.” 

"OUR EYES MEET FOR 
ONE. ETERNAL 

“AND THEN, THE GUARDS 
STRAP THE KILLER IN." 

"THE PRIEST READS HIS 
RAZZAMATAZZ, AND AS 1 REACH 
FORTHE SW/rCH, 1 TELL 


IB 



. unii^mpilllipgmi 




GRUMBLE 


HE'S 

DONE! 


WOOF! 


(COFF!) 


WIPING 
DOWN THE 
CHAIR." 


WELL 

DONE! 


‘AND THEN THEIR EYES TEAR UP. 


WHADDA MESS 


MUTTER 


ANYTHING THAT WAS INSIDE 
HIM WINDS UP ON THE CHAIR." 


‘UNTIL THERE I WAS AGAIN ... IN ANOTHER LIFE ... IN ANOTHER TIME 


BY ORDER OF THE 
KING ... YOU, 
JACOB LANGLEY. 

HAVE BEEN 
SENTENCED TO 
DEATH BY BEHEAD- 
ING FOR FAILURE 
TO PAY THE KING'S 
TAXES. HAVE YOU 
ANY LAST WORDS? 


BLOODY 

BAH-STARDS! 


AND. GUESS WHAT? I WAS IN THE SAME DEAD END JOB!’ 


ME ... / GET THE WORST JOB OF ALL 


"THEN. THE SMELL OF Fff/fDftCSH. THE 
GUARDS ALWAYS GAG AND COUGH WHEN 
THEY UNSTRAP THE BODY." 


"THE DISTINCTIVE. PUNGENT ODOR OF 
MELTING EYES FILLS THE AIR FIRST.” 


"SINGED HAIR ... SKIN ... 
BLOOD... MUCUS ... URINE 


"AND YOU HAVE TO MAKE SURE YOU'RE REAL 
CAREFUL WHEN YOU WORK WITH WATER 
AROUND ONE OF THESE BABIES ...•' 


"IT ALL HAPPENED SO 
QUICKLY. I SAW MY 
WHOLE LIFE IN GREAT 
DETAIL. I REVERTED BACK 
TO THE WOMB ... FURTHER 
BACK STILL ... CENTURIES 
FLEW BY IN AN INSTANT ... 




HOW CAN WE PAY YOUR TAXES? 
WE’RE SO POOR THAT WE'RE 
STARVING! WE RE STARVING! 


THERE’S NOTHING TO EAT!! 


GO HOME. ALL OF YOU! 


TOSS HIS HEAD INTO 
THE PIT. AND WASH 
THAT MACHINE!!! 


THE PIT. WHERE THE HEADS OF 
THOSE WHO FAIL TO PAY THE 
KING’S TAXES GATHER TO ROT. 


YOU MIGHT THINK 
THAT A YOUNG BOY 
WOULD SHUDDER AT 
SUCH A SIGHT. 


BUT STARVATION DOES 
STRANGE THINGS TO PEOPLE. 





I'VE COT IT. MY SISTER! A FRESH 
ONE! THE OTHERS ... WERE SPOILED! 


GIVE IT HERE! 


BROTHER? 





HMMMM ... THAT ONE 
DOESN’T LOOK TOO... 


“... I’LL COME BACK 
WITH MORE MEAT. 
DEAR SISTER!" 


BLEEDING MAGGOTS! 


COR! THE STENCH! 


GRUMBLE 


MUTTER 


MEANWHILE ... BACK IN 

THE PRESENT TIME ... 


THERE WAS NOTHING WE COULD DO. 


STRANGE — ISN'T IT? — HOW 
HE DIED BY THE VERY SAME 
METHOD THROUGH WHICH HE 
BROUGHT DEATH TO OTHERS? 


HE WAS JUST DOING HIS JOB. 




whaddaA 


X 

MESS ... ^ 
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\ UNIVERSE OF WONDER 
AND THRILLS! 


GOREZONE 

Devoted to horror films and TV. Inter- 
views and articles on Freddy^ Jason^ 
Leatherface and all your favorites! 
Dozens of yummy (and yucky!) photos! 
Plus horror fiction! Each issue also con 
tains four, giant, fold-out posters, 
measuring a horrifying 16 x 22 inches! 
lake 


5TARLOG 

The most popular science fiction 
magazine in the solar system 
brings you all the latest news, TV 
and film previews, special 
effects secrets, interviews 
with actors, authors, artists, 
\n astronauts! And more! 


Guaranteed to make your teeth chatter 


America's #1 HORROR magazine 


NAME 


TOXIC HORROR 


Send cash/ check or 
money order payable to: 
STARLOG COMM. INT'L./ INC. 
475 Park Avenue South 
New York/ NY 10016 


STARLOG 

12 issues/ 1 year $34.47 
Foreign: $43.47 

FANGORIA 

10 issues/ 1 year $24.47 
Foreign: $33.47 

COMICS SCENE 
6 issues/ 1 year $17.99 
Foreign: $23.99 


Everyday the world becomes more 
toxic~and it's all yours in this scarify- 
ing new magazine! News, views and 
interviews from the latest horror-film 
fiends, plus reports on related irritat- 
ing and irrational aspects of our cul- 
ture. This magazine is your last chance 
at sanity! (Or your first sweet taste of 
madness!) Articles, artwork and pho- 
tos! 64 pages! All color! All gory! 


GOREZONE 

ADDRESS 


6 issues/ 1 year $l/.yy 
Foreign: $23.99 



rnxir hoddor 

CITY 


6 issues/ 1 year $17.99 
Foreign: $23.99 

STATE 

ZIP 

Total Enclosed: $ 


Please allow 4 to 6 weeks for delivery of first issue. Foreign orders, send U.S. funds only. 
If you do not want to cot out coupon, we will accept written orders. 









MANGLED 


STATE 

Please allow 4 to 6 weeks for delivery. 






